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PREFACE 



The present volume contains a selection of M. Zola's short 
stories, most of them written several years ago, and contri- 
buted to the pages of a Bussian review. They show their 
author in a variety of moods, and, if some may seem sombre 
and tragic, the reader will find others of a very different 
kind, one indeed which is all joviality, whilst another is 
brimful of quiet humour. 

' Le Gapitaine Burle,' here called ' The Honour of the 
Army,' is, I think, the only story by M. ZoLa, in which a 
duel is described. I cannot recall any example of the kind 
in any of the twenty volumes of the ' Bougon-Macquart ' 
series which otherwise so faithfully delineate French life 
in the days of the Second Empire; and the omission 
is a curious one, for duelling was quite as rife under 
Napoleon III. as it is under the present Bepublic. But 
for those who are interested in M. Zola's personality more 
interest attaches to ' Le Gapitaine Burle ' for another reason. 
It is a story of profligacy and dishonesty — peculation by a 
regimental officer — such a case, indeed, as unhappily arises 
from time to time in even the mostrigidly regulated services. 
Curiously enough, however, at the time of M. Zola's partici- 
pation in the Dreyfus affair, a scurrilous French journalist 
brought against the great novelist's deceased father thecharge 
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of having embezzled army mone j at a time Tviien he was said 
to have been a wardrobe officer of the Foreign Legion in 
Algeria. The legal proceedings which were instituted by 
M. Zola in defence of his father's memory long remained 
in abeyance, and, owing to the Amnesty Law of 1900, M. 
Zola decided early in the present year (1901) to abandon 
them altogether.^ However, apart from a paper written 
by M. Zola himself on the subject ^ (' L'Aurore,' May 28, 
1898), I would mention that the charges against Francesco 
Zola have been fully dealt with, and disproved, in an in- 
structive little volume by M. Jacques Dhur, entitled ' Le 
Pdre d'l^le Zola' (Soci6t6 Libre d'l&dition des Gens 
de Lettres, 80 Bue Laffitte, Paris, 1898). The little book 
in question will be valuable hereafter for biographers of 
the great novelist, when dealing with his parentage. 

Now, M. Zola's enemies, who are numerous and also 
often unscrupulous, have not hesitated to cite his 
story ' Le Gapitaine Burle ' as proof of his father's guilt, 
and of his own knowledge of that guilt. That is to say, 
he is alleged to have taken his father's transgression as 
text for his story, changing, of course, localities, names, 
minor incidents, and even dtncmemenU This allegation 
is, however, as vile a piece of rascality as ever emanated 
from the brain of a knave ; and the truth would seem 
to be that some scamp or other, lighting upon ' Le Gapi- 
taine Burle' at a moment when the anti-Dreyfusites 
desired to crush the novelist by fair means or foul, was 
seized with the inspiration of applying the story to certain 

^ See M. Zola's letter to Mattre Labori, dated March 7, 1901, 
and published a few days later by the Paris press. It is annexed to 
the later editions of M. Zola's book ha, YiriU en Ma/rche (Paris, E. 
Fasquelle, 1901). 

^ See M. Zola's La V&riU en Marche, p. 235 et seg[. 
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incidents attending Franoesco Zola's retirement, not dis- 
missal, from the French army. And it likewise appears 
certain that forgery of military documents was employed 
the better to substantiate the tale of parental disgrace, by 
which it was hoped to crush l^mile Zola in his gallant 
fight for the unfortunate Alfred Dreyfus. 

Novelists, nowadays, bring much personal observation 
and experience into their works ; and M. Zola, as is well 
known, has endeavoured to incorporate in the great 
majority of his books a vast number of actual facts. Yet 
I take it that no novelist, having had the misfortime to 
have a thief for his father, would, for a single instant, 
think of turning the parental dishonesty into 'copy' — 
particularly in a manner likely to lead to any identification 
of the incidents recorded* Bather would he bury deep 
within him all recollection of such misfortune, and care- 
fully refrain from penning a line likely to recall the stain 
upon his name. And, so far as M. Zola's father and ' Le 
Gapitaine Burle' are concerned, the reader may rest 
assured that there was never any connection between 
them. 

It was virtually my duty to write at some little length 
on this unpleasant subject; but I will now pass to the 
other stories given in the present volume. The curious 
tale called < The Death of Olivier B^caille,' is, in its main 
lines, a piece of imagination ; but when one remembers in 
what a perfunctory manner the French ' doctors of the 
dead ' for the most part discharge their duties, and how 
speedily people have to be buried in France — that is, within 
forty-eight hours of their real or supposed demise — the 
narrative which M. Zola attributes to one risen from the 
dead will not be thought at all far-fetched, particularly. 
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moreover, as the French newspaper press has repeatedly 
recorded instances of supposed dead men awaking from 
unconsciousness, at times whilst yet happily in their beds, 
though at others when already laid in their co£Sns. Some 
passages in the tale of Olivier B^caille's gruesome ex- 
periences, those dealing with the unreasoning fear of death 
which had pursued him through his earlier years, have been 
amplified by M. Zola, and worked into another of his 
books, 'La Joie de Vivre,' the hero of which, Lazare 
Ghanteau, is long shaken by a similar dread. In other 
respects ' The Death of Olivier B6caille ' is a story of the 
' Enoch Arden ' type. When Olivier comes to life again, 
and finds his wife gone with another man — a strong, hand- 
some young fellow, beside whom he himself would appear 
a pimy weakling — he is brave enough to waive all claims 
and lapse into nonentity, without even revealing the fact of 
his 'resurrection.' With Jacques Damour, the hero of 
the next story in this volume, matters are different. He, 
again, although supposed to be dead, turns up and finds 
his wife in prosperous circumstances, and at first he is 
inclined to compel her to follow him ; but he is stayed at 
last by the consciousness of his own age and penury, the 
shame he feels at the sight of her comeliness and cleanli- 
ness, and thus he leaves her to the well-to-do tradesman 
whom she has wedded in his absence. The conclusion of 
' Jacques Damour ' — the old man's acceptance of relief from 
his daughter who is leading a fOiSt life — ^may be deplored by 
strict moralists ; but then, imfortunately, it is thoroughly 
Parisian. I have placed this story immediately after ' The 
Death of Olivier B^caille,' because, under different condi- 
tions, they both largely deal with the same theme — the 
return of a husband supposed to be dead. 
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Of ' The Inundation/ which follows, there is little to 
be said, except to point out that it is as pathetic as any- 
thing that ever came from M. Zola's pen, and that, although 
written a score of years ago, it shows characteristics which 
have been more apparent in the novelist's later works, a 
poetical turn of thought and style, such as one finds 
in * Bome,' * Fruitfulness,' and * Work.' Some critics have 
thought it a wonderful change for the 'transcriber of 
human documents ' to have developed into a poet ; but all 
who have studied M. Zola's writings with any attention 
must be aware that the poetic instinct has really been 
strong within him since the outset of his career, though 
for a long time he sought to restrain it. 

'Nai's Micoulin,' which follows 'The Inundation' in 
the present volume, carries us to Provence, long M. Zola's 
home in boyhood and youth. This is a genuine story of 
the South, with glimpses of the glowing scenery and the 
ardent passion of the lands of the sun. In writing it, M. 
Zola has plainly given rein to his recollections of early, 
happy days. The atmosphere is virtually the same as 
that which one finds in various volumes of the ' Bougon- 
Macquart ' series : ' The Fortune of the Bougons,' ' The 
Conquest of Plassans,' and ' Doctor Pascal' ' Angeline,' 
the next story in the book, is probably the slightest in 
character, as it is also the shortest of the selection. It was 
written during M. Zola's sojourn in England, at the time 
of the Dreyfus case, being a commission for a birthday 
number of ' The Star ' newspaper. Although the incidents 
are laid in France, the 'haunted house,' which suggested 
the scena/rio of this little sketch, was really one near 
Walton-on-Thames. Some rather droll stories related 
about it in that district were epitomized by me in a little 
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book that I wrote on M. Zola's exile.^ In striking con- 
trast with ' Angeline ' is the story that follows it, ' Nantas/ 
which, if one passes over some slight improbabilities at the 
outset, is, in my opinion, one of the strongest short stories 
ever written by M. Zola. There is sufiScient plot in it for 
a long novel, yet the whole is compressed into less than 
forty pages. By this example those who are wont to com- 
plain of the great length of M. Zola's principal works will 
see that when he so chooses he can write briefly and 
crisply, and go straight towards his goal without allowing 
any incidents on the way, however attractive, to lead him 
into dissertation. 

Next, in ' The Spree at Coqueville,' comes a Rabelaisian 
debauch, a thoroughly jovial story, which is given here as 
an answer to those critics who love to assert that l^mile 
Zola is no humorist and cannot even laugh. Two or 
three years ago an edition of this tale, with some very 
comical illustrations in colours, was issued in Paris, and 
came as a surprise to a number of sapient reviewers — 
both French and English — ^who, not knowing that the story 
had been in circulation in another form for more than 
twenty years, wonderingly inquired whether the dull man 
had learnt to smile in his old age. But there is more 
than a smile in 'The Spree at Coqueville,' there is a 
hearty laugh, of a nature to cheer the dullest, provided that 
they are not rigid teetotalers. Perhaps, indeed, the 'total 
abstaining ' admirers of ' L' Assommoir ' might feel some- 
what shocked to find the author of the greatest temperance 
tract ever written complacently recording the blissful 
fuddle of a whole village ; and, therefore, those of them 

> With Zola in England^ by E. A. Vizetelly (Chatto & Windas, 
1898). 
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who take up the present volome may be advised to skip 
the pages allotted to ' The Spree at Goqueville.' 

Humour, though of a much lighter kind, is again 
apparent throughout 'Madame Neigeon,' the story with 
which the volume concludes. This is a tale of calf-love 
and feminine diplomacy, narrated by a somewhat conceited 
young man ; and though, in preparing this version for 
English readers, I have had to leave aside some of the 
Oallic salt to be found in the original, the narrative of 
Monsieur Oeorge de Vaugelade's first passion will still be 
found, I think, an amusing j&ii d' esprit. 

It remains for me to add that the translations of the 
following stories have been made by various bands ; only 
' Angeline ' and ' Madame Neigeon ' being my own work. 
However, I have in a measure revised all the others in 
order to secure some continuity of style throughout the 
volume. 

E. A. V. 

MerUmt Surrey. 
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THE HONOUR OF THE ARMY 



(LE CAPITAINE BURLE) 



It was nine o'clock. The little town of Vauchamp, dark 
and silent, had just retired to bed amid a chilly November 
rain. In the Bne des BecoUets, one of the narrowest and 
most deserted streets of the district of Saint- Jean, a single 
window was still alight on the third floor of an old house, 
from whose damaged gutters torrents of water were 
fsJling into the street. Madame Burle was sitting up 
before a meagre fire of vine-stocks, while her little grand- 
son Charles pored over his lessons by the pale light of a 
lamp. 

The apartment, rented at one hundred and sixty francs 
per annum, consisted of four large rooms which it was 
absolutely impossible to keep warm during the winter. 
Madame Burle slept in the largest chamber, her son, 
Captain and Quarter-Master Burle, occupying a somewhat 
smaller one overlooking the street, while little Charles had 
his iron cot at the further end of a spacious drawing-room 
with mildewed hangings, which was never used. The few 
pieces of furniture belonging to the captain and his 
mother, furniture of the massive style of the First 
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Empire, dented and worn by continuous transit from one 
garrison town to another, almost disappeared from view 
beneath the lofty ceilings whence darkness fell. The 
flooring of red-coloured tiles was cold and hard to the 
feet ; before the chairs there were merely a few threadbare 
little rugs of poverty-stricken aspect ; and athwart this 
desert all the winds of heaven blew through the disjointed 
doors and windows. 

Near the flre-place sat Madame Burle, leaning back in 
her old yellow velvet arm-chair, and watching the last 
vine-branch smoke, with that stolid, blank stare of the 
aged who live within themselves. She would sit thus for 
whole days together, with her tall figure, her long stern 
face, and her thin lips that never smiled. The widow of a 
colonel who had died just as he was on the point of 
becoming a general, the mother of a captain whom she 
had followed even in his campaigns, she had acquired a 
military sti£fhess of bearing, and had formed for herself a 
code of honour, duty, and patriotism which kept her rigid, 
desiccated as it were by the stem application of discipline. 
She seldom, if ever, complained. When her son had be- 
come a widower after five years of married life, she had 
undertaken the education of little Charles as a matter of 
course, performing her duties with the severity of a 
sergeant drilling recruits. She watched over the child, 
never tolerating the slightest waywardness or irregularity, 
but compelling him to sit up till midnight when his exer- 
cises were not finished, and sitting up herself until he had 
completed them. Under such implacable despotism Charles, 
whose constitution was delicate, grew up pale and thin, 
with beautiful eyes, inordinately large and clear, shining 
in his white pinched face. 

During the long hours of silence, Madame Burle dwelt 
continuously upon one and the same idea : she had been 
disappointed in her son. This thought sufficed to occupy 



THE HONOUR OF THE ARMY 3 

her mind; and under its influence she would live her 
whole life over again, from the birth of her son whom she 
had pictured rising amid glory to the highest rank, till 
she came down to mean and narrow garrison life, the dull 
monotonous existence of nowadays, that stranding in the 
post of a quarter-master, from which Burle would never 
rise, and in which he seemed to sink more and more 
heavily. And yet his first efforts had filled her with pride, 
and she had hoped to see her dreams realised. Burle had 
only just left St. Cyr when he distinguished himself at the 
battle of Solferino, where he had captured a whole battery 
of the enemy's artillery with merely a handful of men. 
For this feat he had won the cross, the papers had recorded 
his heroism, and he had become known as one of the 
bravest soldiers in the army. But gradually the hero had 
grown stout, embedded in flesh, timorous, lazy and satis- 
fied. In 1870, still a captain, he had been made a 
prisoner in the first encounter ; and he returned from 
Germany quite furious, swearing that he would never be 
caught fighting again, for it was too absurd. Being pre- 
vented from leaving the army as he was incapable of 
embracing any other profession, he applied for and ob- 
tained the position of captain quarter-master, ' a kennel, 
as he called it, 'in which he would be left to kick the 
bucket in peace.' That day Madame Burle experienced a 
great internal disruption. She felt that it was all over, 
and she ever afterwards preserved a rigid attitude with 
tightened lips. 

A blast of wind shook the Bue des Becollets, and 
drove the rain angrily against the window-panes. The 
old lady lifted her eyes from the smoking vine-roots now 
dying out, to make sure that Charles was not falling 
asleep over his Latin exercise. This lad, twelve years of 
age, had become the old lady's supreme hope, the one 
human being in whom she centred her obstinate yearning, 
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for glory. At first she had hated him with all the loath- 
ing she had felt for his mother, a weak and pretty young 
lace-maker whom the captain had been foolish enough to 
marry when he found out that she would not listen to his 
passionate addresses on any other condition. Later on, 
when the mother had died, and the father had begun to 
wallow in vice, Madame Burle dreamt again in presence 
of that little ailing child whom she found it so hard to 
rear. She wanted to see him robust, so that he might 
grow into the hero that Burle had declined to be, and for 
all her cold ruggedness she watched him anxiously, 
feeling his limbs and instilling courage into his soul. By 
degrees, blinded by her passionate desires, she imagined 
that she had at last found the man of the family. The 
boy, whose temperament was of a gentle, dreamy charac- 
ter, had a physical horror of soldiering, but as he lived in 
mortal dread of his grandmother, and was extremely shy 
and submissive, he would echo all she said, and resignedly 
express his intention of entering the army when he 
grew up. 

Madame Burle observed that the exercise was not pro- 
gressing. In fact little Charles, overcome by the deafen- 
ing noise of the storm, was dozing, albeit his pen was 
between his fingers and his eyes were staring at the paper. 
The old lady at once struck the edge of the table with her 
bony hand ; whereupon the lad started, opened his 
dictionary and hurriedly began to turn over the leaves. 
Then, still preserving silence, his grandmother drew the 
vine-roots together on the hearth and unsuccessfully 
attempted to rekindle the fire. 

At the time when she had still believed in her son she 
had sacrificed her small income, which he had squandered 
in pursuits she dared not investigate. Even now he 
drained the household; all its resources went to the 
streets, and it was through him that she lived in penury, 
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with empty rooms and cold kitchen. She never spoke to 
him of all those things, for with her sense of discipline 
he remained the master. Only, at times, she shuddered at 
the sudden fear that Burle might some day commit some 
foolish misdeed which would prevent Charles from entering 
the army. 

She was rising up to fetch a fresh piece of wood in the 
kitchen when a fearful hurricane fell upon the house, 
making the doors rattle, tearing off a shutter and whirling 
the water in the broken gutters like a spout against the 
window. In the midst of the uproar a ring at the bell 
startled the old lady. Who could it be at such an hour 
and in such weather? Burle never returned till after 
midnight, if he came home at all. However, she went to 
the door. An officer stood before her, dripping with rain 
and swearing savagely. 

' Hell and thunder ! ' he growled, ' what cursed 
weather ! ' 

It was Major Laguitte, a brave old soldier who had 
served under Colonel Burle during Madame Burle's palmy 
days. He had started in life as a drummer-boy, and, 
thanks to his courage rather than his intellect, had 
attained to the command of a battalion, when a painful 
infirmity — the contraction of the muscles of one of his 
thighs, due to a wound — obliged him to accept the post of 
major. He was slightly lame, but it would have been 
imprudent to tell him so, as he reused to own it. 

* What, you, major ? ' said Madame Burle with growing 
astonishment. 

'Yes, thunder,' grumbled Laguitte, 'and I must be 
confoundedly fond of you to roam the streets on such a 
night as this. One would think twice before sending even 
a parson out.' 

He shook himself, and little rivulets fell from his huge 
boots on to the floor. Then he looked round him. 
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* I particularly want to see Bnrle. Is the lazy beggar 
already in bed ? ' 

' No, he is not in yet/ said the old woman in her harsh 
voice. 

The major looked furious ; and, raising his voice, he 
shouted : ' What, not at home ! But in that case they 
hoaxed me at the caf6, M61anie*s establishment, you 
know. I went there, and a maid grinned at me, saying 
that the captain had gone home to bed. Curse the girl ! 
I suspected as much, and felt like pulling her ears ! ' 

After this outburst he became somewhat calmer, stamp- 
ing about the room in an undecided way ; withal seeming 
greatly disturbed. Madame Burle looked at him at- 
tentively. 

* Is it the captain personally whom you want to see ? ' 
she said at last. 

* Yes,' he answered. 

' Can I not tell him what you have to say ? ' 

'No.' 

She did not insist, but remained standing without 
taking her eyes off the major, who did not seem able to 
make up his mind to leave. Finally, in a fresh burst of 
rage, he exclaimed with an oath : ' It can't be helped. As 
I am here you may as well know — after all it is, perhaps, 
best.' 

He sat down before the chimneypiece, stretching out 
his muddy boots as if a bright fire had been burning. 
Madame Burle was about to resume her own seat when she 
remarked that Charles, overcome by fatigue, had dropped 
his head between the open pages of his dictionary. The 
arrival of the major had at first interested him, but seeing 
that he remained unnoticed he had been unable to struggle 
against his sleepiness. His grandmother turned towards 
the table to slap his frail little hands, whitening in the 
lamplight, when Laguitte stopped her. 
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' No — no 1 ' said he. ' Let the poor little man sleep. I 
haven't got anything funny to say. There's no need for 
him to hear me.' 

The old lady sat down in her arm-chair ; deep silence 
reigned, and they looked at one another. 

* Well, yes,' said the major at last, punctuating his 
words with an angry motion of his chin, ' he has been and 
done it ; that hound Burle has been and done it ! ' 

Not a muscle of Madame Burle's face moved, but 
she became livid, and her figure stiffened. Then the 
major continued : ' I had my doubts. I had intended 
mentioning the subject to you. Burle was spending too 
much money, and he had an idiotic look which I did not 
fancy. Thunder and lightning ! what a fool a man must 
be to behave so filthily ! ' 

Then he thumped his knee furiously with his clenched 
fist, and seemed to choke with indignation. The old 
woman put the straightforward question : 

' He has stolen ? ' 

'You can't have an idea of it. You see, I never 
examined his accounts; ^I approved and signed them. 
You know how those things are managed. However, just 
before the inspection — as the colonel is a crotchety old 
maniac — I said to Burle : " I say, old man, look to your 
accounts ; I am answerable, you know," and then I felt 
perfectly secure. Well, about a month ago, as he seemed 
queer, and some nasty stories were circulating, I peered a 
little closer into the books and pottered over the entries. I 
thought everything looked straight and very well kept * 

At this point he stopped, convulsed by such a fit of 
rage that he had to relieve himself by a volley of appalling 
oaths. Finally he resumed : *• It isn't the swindle that 
angers me, it is his disgusting behaviour to me. He has 
gammoned me, Madame Burle. By God ! does he take me 
for an old fool ? ' 
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' So he stole ? ' the mother again questioned. 

' This evening/ continued the major, more quietly, 
' I had just finished my dinner when Gagneux came in — 
you know Gagneux, the butcher at the comer of the Place 
aux Herbes ? Another dirty beast who got the meat con- 
tract, and makes our men eat all the diseased cowflesh in 
the neighbourhood I Well, I received him like a dog, and 
then he let it all out — blurted out the whole thing, and a 
pretty mess it is ! It appears that Burle only paid him in 
dribblets and had got himself into a muddle — a confusion 
of figures which the devil himself couldn't disentangle. In 
short, Burle owes the butcher two thousand francs, and 
Gagneux threatens that he'll inform the colonel if he is 
not paid. To make matters worse, Burle, just to blind me, 
handed me every week a forged receipt which he had 
squarely signed with Gagneux' name. To think he did 
that to me, his old friend ! Ah, curse him ! ' 

With increasing profanity the major rose to his feet, 
shook his fist at the ceiling, and then fell back in his chair. 
Madame Burle again repeated : ' He has stolen. It was 
inevitable.' 

Then, without a word of judgment or condemnation, 
she added, simply : ' Two thousand francs — we have not 
got them. There are barely thirty francs in the house.' 

' I expected as much,' said Laguitte. ' And do you 
know where all the money goes ? Why, M61anie gets it 
— ^yes, M61anie ; a creature who has turned Burle into a 
pertect fool. Ah, those women I those fiendish women ! I 
always said they would do for him I I cannot conceive 
what he is made of I He is only five years younger than I 
am, and yet he is as mad as ever. What a woman- 
hunter he is I ' 

Another long silence followed. Outside the rain was 
increasing in violence, and throughout the sleepy little 
town one could hear the crashing of slates and cMmney- 
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pots as they were dashed by the blast on to the pavements of 
the streets. 

' Gome/ suddenly said the major, rising up, ' my stop- 
ping here won't mend matters. I have warned you — and 
now I'm oflf.' 

' What is to be done ? To whom can we apply ? ' 
muttered the old woman drearily. 

' Don't give way — we must consider. If I only had the 
two thousand francs — but you know that I am not rich.' 

The major stopped short in confusion. This old 
bachelor, wifeless and childless, spent his pay in drink and 
gambled away at ^cart6 whatever money his cognac and 
absinthe left in his pocket. Despite that, however, he was 
scrupulously honest from a sense of discipline. 

' Never mind,' he added, as he reached the threshold, 
' I'll begin by stirring him up. I shall move heaven and 
earth ! What ! Burle, Colonel Burle's son, condemned 
for theft 1 That cannot be ! I would sooner bum down 
the town ! Now, thunder and lightning ! don't worry ; it 
is far more annoying for me than for you.' 

He shook the old lady's hand roughly and vanished into 
the shadows of the staircase, while she held the lamp 
aloft to light the way. When she returned and replaced 
the lamp on the table she stood for a moment motionless 
in front of Charles, who was still asleep with his face 
lying on the dictionary. His pale cheeks and long fair 
hair made him look like a girl, and she gazed at him 
dreamily, a shade of tenderness passing over her harsh 
countenance. But it was only a passing emotion; her 
features regained their look of cold obstinate determina- 
tion, and, giving the youngster a sharp rap on his little 
hand, she said : 

* Charles — your lessons.' 

The boy awoke, dazed and shivering, and again rapidly 
turned over the leaves. At the same moment Migor 
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Laguitte, slamming the house door behmd him, received 
on his head a quantity of water falling from the gutters 
above, whereupon he began to swear in so loud a voice 
that he could be heard above the storm. And after that 
no sound broke upon the pelting downpour save the 
slight rustle of the boy's pen travelling over the paper. 
Madame Burle had resumed her seat near the chimney- 
piece, still rigid, with her eyes fixed on the dead embers, 
preserving, indeed, her habitual attitude, and absorbed in 
her one idea. 



II 

The Oaf6 de Paris, kept by M61anie Cartier, a widow, was 
situated on the Place du Palais, a large irregular square 
planted with meagre, dusty elm trees. The place was so well 
known in Vauchamp that it was customary to say, * Are 
you coming to M61anie*s ? ' At the further end of the 
first room, which was a spacious one, there was another 
called * the divan,' a narrow apartment having sham 
leather benches placed against the walls, whUe at each 
comer there stood a marble-topped table. The widow, 
deserting her seat in the front room, where she left her 
little servant Phrosine, spent her evenings in the inner 
apartment, ministering to a few customers, the usual 
frequenters of the place, those who were currently styled 
' the gentlemen of the divan.' When a man belonged to 
that set it was as if he had a label on his back ; he was 
spoken of with smiles of mingled contempt and envy. 

Madame Cartier had become a widow when she was 
five-and-twenty. Her husband, a wheelwright, who, on 
the death of an uncle, had amazed Vauchamp by taking the 
Gaf6 de Paris, had one fine day brought her back with him 
fromMontpellier, where he was wont to repair twice a year to 
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purchase liqueurs. As he was stocking his establishment 
he selected, together with divers beverages, a woman of 
the sort he wanted — of an engaging aspect, and apt to 
stimulate the trade of the house. It was never known 
where he had picked her up, but he married her after try- 
ing her in the caf6 during six months or so. Opinions 
were divided in Vauchamp as to her merits, some folks 
declaring that she was superb, while others asserted that 
she looked like a drum-major. She was a tall woman, 
with large features and coarse hair falling low over her 
forehead. However, everyone agreed that she knew very 
well how to fool the sterner sex. She had fine eyes, and 
was wont to fix them with a bold stare on the gentlemen 
of the divan, who coloured and became like wax in her 
hands. She also had the reputation of possessing a 
wonderfully fine figure, and Southerners appreciate a 
statuesque style of beauty. 

Cartier had died in a singular way. Eumour hinted 
at a conjugal quarrel; a kick, producing some internal 
tumour. Whatever may have been the truth, M^lanie 
found herself encumbered with the caf^, which was far 
from doing a prosperous business. Her husband had 
wasted his uncle's inheritance in drinking his own absinthe, 
and wearing out the cloth of his own billiard-table. For 
a while it was believed that the widow would have to sell 
out, but she liked the life and the estabhshment just as it 
was. If she could secure a few customers the bigger 
room might remain deserted. So she limited herself to 
re-papering the divan in white and gold and re-covering the 
benches. She began by entertaining a chemist. Then a 
vermicelli maker, a lawyer, and a retired magistrate put 
in an appearance ; and thus it was that the caf^ remained 
open, although the waiter did not receive twenty orders a 
day. No objections were raised by the authorities, as 
appearances were kept up ; and, indeed, it was not deemed 
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advisable to interfere, for some respectable folks might 
have been worried. 

Of an evening, five or six well-to-do citizens would 
enter the front room and play at dominoes there. Although 
Cartier was dead, and the Caf^ de Paris had got a queer 
name, they saw nothing, and kept up their old habits. In 
course of time, the waiter having nothing to do, M^lanie 
dismissed him, and made Phrosine light the solitary gas 
burner in the corner where the domino-players congregated. 
Occasionally a party of young men, attracted by the gossip 
that circulated through the town, would come in, wildly 
excited, and laughing loudly and awkwardly. But they 
were received there with icy dignity. As a rule they did 
not even see the widow, and even if she happened to be 
present, she treated them with withering disdain, so that 
they withdrew stammering and confused. M^lanie was 
too astute to indulge in any compromising whims. While 
the front room remained obscure, save in the comer where 
the few townsfolk rattled their dominoes, she personally 
waited on the gentlemen of the divan, showing herself 
amiable without being free, merely venturing in moments 
of familiarity to lean on the shoulder of one or another 
of them, the better to watch a skilfully played game of 
6cart^. 

One evening the gentlemen of the divan, who had 
ended by tolerating each other's presence, experienced a 
disagreeable surprise on finding Captain Burle at home 
there. He had casually entered the caf6 that same morn- 
ing to get a glass of vermouth, so it seemed, and he had 
found M^lanie there. They had conversed, and in the 
evening, when he returned, Phrosine immediately showed 
him to the inner room. 

Two days later Burle reigned there supreme ; still he 
had not frightened the chemist, the vermicelli-maker, the 
lawyer, or the retired magistrate away. The captain, who 
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was short and dampy, worshipped tall plump women. In 
his regiment he had been nicknamed < Petticoat Burle/ 
on account of his constant philandering. Whenever the 
officers, and even the privates, met some monstrous-looking 
creature, some giantess puffed out with fat, whether she 
were in velvet or in rags, they would invariably exclaim, 
< There goes one to Petticoat Burle's taste ! ' Thus M61anie, 
with her opulent presence, quite conquered him. He was 
lost — quite wrecked. In less than a fortnight he had 
fallen to vacuous imbecility. With much the expression 
of a whipped hound in the tiny sunken eyes which lighted 
up his bloated face, he was incessantly watching the 
widow in mute adoration before her masculine features 
and stubby hair. For fear that he might be dismissed, he 
put up with the presence of the other gentlemen of the 
divan, and spent his pay in the place down to the last 
copper. A sergeant reviewed the situation in one 
sentence — * Petticoat Burle is done for; he's a buried 
manl ' 

It was nearly ten o'clock when Major Laguitte furiously 
flung the door of the caf^ open. For a moment those 
inside could see the deluged square transformed into a 
dark sea of liquid mud, bubbling under the terrible down- 
pour. The major, now soaked to the skin and leaving a 
stream behind him, strode up to the small counter where 
Phrosine was reading a novel. 

' You little wretch,' he yelled, ' you have dared to 

gammon an officer ; you deserve ' 

And then he lifted his hand as if to deal a blow such 
as would have felled an ox. The little maid shrank back 
terrified, while the amazed domino-players looked on open- 
mouthed. However, the major did not linger there — he 
pushed the divan door open, and appeared before M^lanie 
and Burle just as the widow was playfully making the 
captain sip his grog in small spoonfuls, as if she were 
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feeding a pet canary. Only the ex-magistrate and the 
chemist had come that evening, and they had retired early 
in a melancholy frame of mind. Then M^lanie, being in 
want of three hundred francs for the morrow, had taken 
advantage of the opportunity to cajole the captain. 

' Come/ said she, ' open your mouth ; ain't it nice 
you greedy piggy-wiggy ? ' 

Burle, flushing scarlet, with glazed eyes and sunken 
figure, was sucking the spoon with an air of intense 
enjoyment. 

^ Good heavens ! ' roared the major from the threshold, 
* you now play tricks on me, do you ? I'm sent to the 
round-about and told that you never came here, and yet 
all the while here you are, addling your silly brains ? ' 

Burle shuddered, pushing the grog away, while 
M61anie stepped angrily in front of him as if to shield him 
with her portly figure ; but Laguitte looked at her with 
that quiet, resolute expression well known to women who 
are familiar with bodily chastisement. 

* Leave us,' he said curtly. 

She hesitated for the space of a second. She almost 
felt the gust of the expected blow ; and then, white with 
rage, she joined Phrosine in the outer room. 

When the two men were alone. Major Laguitte walked 
up to Burle, looked at him, and, slightly stooping, yelled 
into his face these two words — * You pig I * 

The captain, quite dazed, endeavoured to retort ; but 
he had not time to do so. 

* Silence I ' resumed the major. * You have bamboozled 
a friend. You palmed off on me a lot of forged receipts 
which might have sent both of us to the gallows. Do you 
call that proper behaviour ? Is that the sort of trick to 
play a friend of thirty years' standing ? ' 

Burle, who had fallen back in his chair, was livid ; his 
limbs shook as if with ague. Meanwhile the major. 
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striding up and down, and striking the tables wildly with 
his fists, continued : ' So you have become a thief like the 
veriest scribbling cur of a clerk, and all for the sake of that 
creature here I If at least you had stolen for your mother's 
sake it would have been honourable! But, curse it, to 
play tricks and bring the money into this shanty, is what 
I cannot understand I Tell me — what are you made of at 
your age to go to the dogs as you are going all for the 
sake of a creature like a grenadier 1 ' 

* You gamble * stammered the captain. 

* Yes — I do — curse it ! ' thundered the major, lashed 
into still greater fury by this remark, ' and I am a pitiful 
rogue to do so, because it swallows up all my pay and 
doesn't redound to the honour of the French army. 
However, I don't steal. Kill yourself, if it pleases you, 
starve your mother and the boy, but respect the regimental 
cash-box, and don't drag your friends down with you.' 

He stopped. Burle was sitting there with fixed eyes 
and a stupid air. Nothing was heard for a moment save 
the clatter of the major's heels. 

* And not a single copper,' he continued aggressively. 
* Can you picture yourself between two gendarmes, eh ? ' 

He then grew a little calmer, caught hold of Burle's 
wrists and forced him to rise up. 

Come 1 ' he said gruffly. * Something must be done 
at once, for I cannot go to bed with this affair on my 
mind — I have an idea.' 

In the front room M^lanie and Phrosine were talking 
eagerly in low voices. When the widow saw the two men 
leaving the divan, she moved towards Burle, and said 
coaxingly : * What, are you going already, captain ? ' 

' Yes, he's going,' brutally answered Laguitte, * and I 
don't intend to let him set foot here again.' 

The little maid felt frightened and pulled her mistress 
back by the skirt of her dress ; in doing so she imprudently 
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murmured the word * drunkard/ and thereby brought down 
the slap which the major's hand had been itching to deal 
for some time past. Both women having stooped, however, 
the blow only fell on Phrosine's back hair, flattening her 
cap and breaking her comb. The domino-players were 
indignant. 

' Let's cut it/ shouted Laguitte, and he pushed Burle 
on to the pavement. 'If I remained I should smash 
every one in the place.' 

To cross the square they had to wade up to their 
ankles in mud. The rain, driven by the wind, poured 
off their faces. The captain walked on in silence, while 
the major kept on reproaching him with his cowardice 
and its disastrous consequences. Wasn't it sweet weather 
for tramping the streets ? If he hadn't been such an idiot 
they would both be warmly tucked up in bed instead of 
paddling about in the mud. Then he spoke of Gagneux — 
a scoundrel whose diseased meat had on three separate 
occasions made the whole regiment ill. In a week, how- 
ever, the contract would come to an end,, and the flend 
himself would not get it renewed. 

' It rests with me,' the major grumbled. ' I can select 
whomsoever I choose, and I'd rather cut off my right arm 
than put that poisoner in the way of earning another 
copper.* 

Just then he slipped into a gutter, and, half-choked 
by a string of oaths, he gasped : 

*You understand — I am going to rout up Gagneux. 
You must stop outside while I go in. I must know what 
the rascal is up to, and if he'll dare to carry out his threat 
of informing the colonel to-morrow. A butcher — curse 
him 1 The idea of compromising oneself with a butcher 1 
Ah, you aren't over proud, and I shall never forgive you 
for all this.' 

They had now reached the Place aux Herbes. 
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Gagneax' house was quite dark, but Laguitte knocked so 
loudly that he was eventually admitted. Burle remained 
alone in the dense obscurity, and did not even attempt to 
seek any shelter. He stood at a comer of the market, 
under the pelting rain, his head filled with a loud buzzing 
noise which prevented him from thinking. He did not 
feel impatient, for he was unconscious of the flight of time. 
He stood there looking at the house, which, with its closed 
door and windows, seemed quite lifeless. When at the 
end of an hour the major came out again it appeared to 
the captain as if he had only just gone in. 

Laguitte was so grimly mute that Burle did not venture 
to question him. For a moment they sought each other, 
groping about in the dark ; then they resumed their walk 
through the sombre streets, where the water rolled as in 
the bed of a torrent. They moved on in silence side by 
side, the major being so abstracted that he even forgot to 
swear. However as they again crossed the Place du 
Palais, at the sight of the Caf^ de Paris, which was still 
lighted up, he dropped his hand on Burle's shoulder and 
said, ' If ever you re-enter that hole, I * 

< No fear 1 ' answered the captain, without letting his 
friend finish his sentence. 

Then he stretched out his hand. 

' No, no,' said Laguitte, * 1*11 see you home ; I'll at 
least make sure that you'll sleep in your bed to-night.' 

They went on, and as they ascended the Eue des 
Becollets they slackened their pace. When the captain's 
door was reached and Burle had taken out his latch-key, 
he ventured to ask : — 

* WeU ? ' 

' Well,* answered the major, gruffly, * I am as dirty a 
rogue as you are. Yes ! I have done a scurrilous thing. 
The fiend take you 1 Our soldiers will eat carrion for 
three months longer.' 

c 
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Then he explained that Oagneox, the disgusting 
Gkigneux, had a horribly level head, and that he had per- 
suaded him — ^the major — ^to strike a bargain. He wonld 
refrain from informing the colonel, and he wonld even 
make a present of the two thousand francs and replace the 
forged receipts by genuine ones, on condition that the 
major bound himself to renew the meat contract. It was 
a settled thing. 

' Ah 1 ' continued Laguitte, ' calculate what profits the 
brute must make out of the meat, to part with such a sum 
as two thousand francs.' 

Burle, choking with emotion, grasped his old friend's 
hands, stammering confused words of thanks. The idle- 
ness of the action committed for his sake brought tears 
into his eyes. 

' I never did such a thing before/ growled Laguitte, 
< but I was driven to it — curse it, to think that I haven't 
those two thousand francs in my drawer ! It is enough 
to make one hate cards. It is my own fault. I am not 
worth much ; only, mark my words — don't begin again, for, 
curse it — I sha'n't.' 

The captain embraced him, and when he had entered 
the house, the major stood a moment before the closed 
door, to make certain that he had gone upstairs to bed. 
Then as midnight was striking, and the rain was still be- 
labouring the dark town, he slowly turned homewards. 
The thought of his men almost broke his heart, and 
stopping short he said aloud in a voice full of com- 
passion : 

' Poor devils 1 what a lot of cow beef they'll have to 
swllaow for those two thousand francs ! ' 
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in 

The regiment was altogether nonplussed : Petticoat Burle 
had quarrelled with M^lanie. When a week had elapsed it 
became a proved and undeniable fact ; the captain no 
longer set foot inside the Caf6 de Paris, where the chemist^ 
it was averred, once more reigned in his stead, to the 
profound sorrow of the retired magistrate. An even more 
incredible statement was that Captain Burle led the 
life of a recluse in the Eue des EecoUets. He was 
becoming a reformed character ; he spent his evenings at 
his own fireside, hearing little Charles repeat his lessons. 
His mother, who had never breathed a word to him of his 
manipulations with Gagneux, maintained her old severity 
of demeanour as she sat opposite to him in her arm-chair, 
but her looks seemed to imply that she believed him re- 
claimed. 

A fortnight later Major Laguitte came one evening to 
invite himself to dinoer. He felt some awkwardness at 
the prospect of meeting Burle again, not on his own 
account, but because he dreaded awakening painful 
memories. However, as the captain was mending his 
ways he wished to shake hands and break a crust with 
him. He thought this would please his old friend. 

When Laguitte arrived, Burle was in his room, so it 
was the old lady who received the major. The latter, 
after announcing that he had come to have a plate of soup 
with them, added, lowering his voice : 

* Well, how goes it ? ' 

' It is all right,' answered the old lady. 

* Nothing queer ? * 

* Absolutely nothing. Never away — in bed at nine — 
and looking quite happy.' 

' Ah I confound it,' replied the major, * I knew very well 

c2 
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he only wanted a shaking. He has some heart left, the 
dog!' 

When Burle appeared he aknost crashed the major's 
hands in his grasp ; and standing before the fire, waiting 
for the dinner, they conversed peacefully, honestly to- 
gether, extolling the charms of home life. The captain 
vowed he wouldn'i exchange his home for a kingdom, 
and declared that when he had removed his braces, pat on 
his slippers, and settled himself in his arm-chair, no king 
was fit to hold a candle to him. The major assented and 
examined him. At all events his virtaous condact had 
not made him any thinner ; he still looked bloated, his eyes 
were bleared, and his mouth was heavy. He seemed to be 
half asleep as he repeated mechanically : ' Home life ! 
there's nothing like home life, nothing in the world ! ' 

'No doubt,' said the major; 'still, one mustn't 
exaggerate — take a little exercise and come to the caf6 
now and then.' 

* To the caf6, why ? * asked Burle. * Do I lack any- 
thing here ? No, no, I remain at home.' 

When Charles had laid his books aside, Laguitte was 
surprised to see a maid come in to lay the cloth. 

' So, you keep a servant now,' he remarked to Madame 
Burle. 

' I had to get one,' she answered with a sigh. ' My 
legs are not what they used to be, and the household was 
going to rack and ruin. Fortunately Cabrol let me have 
his daughter. You know old Cabrol, who sweeps the 
market ? He did not know what to do with Rose — I am 
taaching her how to work.' 

Just then the girl left the room. 

' How old is she ? ' asked the major. 

* Barely seventeen. She is stupid and dirty, but I only 
give her ten francs a month, and she eats nothing but 
soup.' 
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When Bose returned with an armful of plates, Laguitte, 
though he did not oare about women, began to scrutinise 
her and was amazed at seeing so ugly a creature. She was 
very short, very dark, and slightly deformed, with a face 
like an ape's : a flat nose, a huge mouth, and narrow 
greenish eyes. Her broad back and long arms gave her 
an appearance of great strength. 

' What a snout ! ' said Laguitte laughing, when the 
maid had again left the room to fetch the cruets. 

' Never mind,' said Burle carelessly, * she is very 
obliging and does all one asks her. She suits us well 
enough as a scullion.' 

The dinner was very pleasant. It consisted of boiled 
beef and mutton hash. Charles was encouraged to relate 
some stories of his school, and Madame Burle repeatedly 
asked him the same question : ' Don't you want to be a 
soldier ? ' A faint smile hovered over the child's wan lips 
as he answered with the frightened obedience of a trained 
dog, 'Oh yes, grandmother.' Captain Burle, with his 
elbows on the table, was masticating slowly with an 
absent-minded expression. The big room was getting 
warmer, the single lamp placed on the table left the 
comers in vague gloom. There was a certain amount of 
heavy comfort, the familiar intimacy of penurious people 
who do not change their plates at every course, but 
become joyously excited at the unexpected appearance of a 
bowl of whipped ^^,^, cream, at the close of the meal. 

Bose, whose heavy tread shook the floor as she paced 
round the table, had not yet opened her mouth. At last 
she stopped behind the captain's chair, and asked in a 
gruff voice : ' Cheese, sir ?' 

Burle started. 'What, eh? Oh yes— cheese. Hold 
the plate tight.' 

He cut a piece of Gruydre, the girl watching him the 
while with her narrow eyes. Laguitte laughed; Rose's 
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unparalleled ugliness amused him immensely. He whispered 
in the captain's ear, ' She is ripping ! there never was 
such a nose and such a mouth ! You ought to send her 
to the colonel's some day as a curiosity. It would amuse 
him to see her.' 

More and more struck by this phenomenal ugliness, 
the major felt a paternal desire to examine the girl more 
closely. 

' Come here,' said he, ' I want some cheese too.' 

She brought the plate, and Laguitte, sticking the knife 
in the Gruy^re, stared at her, grinning the while because 
he discovered that she had one nostril broader than the 
other. Eose gravely allowed herself to be looked at, 
waiting till the gentleman had done laughing. 

She removed the cloth and disappeared. Burle 
immediately went to sleep in the chimney-comer, while 
the major and Madame Burle began to chat. Charles had 
returned to his exercises. Quietude fell from the lofty 
ceiling, the quietude of a middle- class household gathered 
in concord around their fireside. At nine o'clock Burle 
woke up, yawned, and announced that he was going off to 
bed ; he apologised, but declared that he could not keep 
his eyes open. Half an hour later, when the major took 
his leave, Madame Burle vainly called for Bose to light 
him downstairs ; the girl must have gone up to her room ; 
she was, indeed, a regular hen, snoring the round of the 
clock without waking. 

< No need to disturb anybody,' said Laguitte on the 
landing ; ' my legs are not much better than yours, but if 
I get hold of the banisters I sha'n't break any bones. 
Now, my dear lady, I leave you happy; your troubles 
are ended at last. I watched Burle closely, and I'll take 
my oath that he's guileless as a child. Dash it — after all it 
was high time for Petticoat Burle to reform ; he was going 
downhill fast.* 
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The major went away fully satisfied with the house 
and its inmates; the walls were of glass, and could 
harbour no equivocal conduct. What particularly delighted 
him in his friend's return to virtue was that it absolved 
him from the obligation of verifying the accounts. 
Nothing was more distasteful to him than the inspection 
of a number of ledgers, and as long as Burle kept steady, 
he— 'Laguitte — could smoke his pipe in peace and sign the 
books in all confidence. However, he continued to keep 
one eye open for a little while longer, and found the receipts 
genuine, the entries correct, the columns admirably 
balanced. A month later he contented himself with 
glancing at the receipts and running his eye over the totals. 
Then one morning, without the slightest suspicion of there 
being anything wrong, simply because he had lit a second 
pipe and had nothing to do, he carelessly added up a row 
of figures and fancied that he detected an error of thirteen 
francs. The balance seemed perfectly correct, and yet he 
was not mistaken; the total outlay was thirteen francs 
more than the various sums for which receipts were 
furnished. It looked queer, but he said nothing to Burle, 
just making up his mind to examine the next accounts 
closely. On the following week he detected a fresh error 
of nineteen francs, and then, suddenly becoming alarmed, 
he shut himself up with the books and spent a wretched 
morning poring over them, perspiring, swearing, and 
feeling as if his very skull were bursting with the figures. 
At every page he discovered thefts of a few francs — the 
most miserable petty thefts — ten, eight, eleven francs, 
latterly, three and four ; and, indeed, there was one column 
showing that Burle had pilfered just one franc and a half. 
For two months, however, he had been steadily robbing 
the cash-box ; and, by comparing dates, the Major found 
to his disgust that the famous lesson respecting Gagneux 
had only kept him straight for one week ! This last discovery 
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infuriated Lagoitte, who struck the books with his clenched 
fists, yelling through a shower of oaths : 

' This is more abominable still 1 At least there was 
some pluck about those forged receipts of Gagneux. But 
this time he is as contemptible as a cook charging two- 
pence extra for her cabbages. Powers of hell ! to pilfer a 
franc and a half and clap it in his pocket 1 Hasn't the 
brute got any pride, then? Couldn't he run away with 
the safe, or play the fool with actresses ? * 

The pitiful meanness of these pilferings revolted the 
major, and, moreover, he was enraged at having been duped 
a second time, deceived by the simple stupid dodge of 
falsified additions. He rose up at last and paced his ofSce 
for a whole hour growling aloud. 

' This gives me his measure. Even if I were to thrash 
him to a jelly every morning, he would still drop a couple 
of coins into his pocket every afternoon. But where can he 
spend it all ? He is never seen abroad, he goes to bed at 
nine, and everything looks so clean and proper over there. 
Can the brute have vices that nobody knows of ? ' 

He returned to the desk, added up the subtracted 
money and found a total of five hundred and forty-five 
francs. Where was this deficiency to come from ? The 
inspection was close at hand, and if the crotchety colonel 
should take it into his head to examine a single page, the 
murder would be out, and Burle would be done for. 

This idea froze the major, who left off cursing, pictur- 
ing Madame Burle erect and despairing, and at the same 
time he felt his heart swell with personal grief and shame. 

' Well,' he muttered, ' I must first of all look into the 
rogue's business ; I will act afterwards.' 

As he walked over to Burle's office he caught sight of 
a skirt vanishing through the doorway. Fancying that he 
held a clue to the mystery, he slipped up quietly and 
listened, and speedily recognised MSianie's shrill voice. 
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She was complaining of the gentlemen of the divan. She 
had signed a promissory-note which she was unable to 
meet; the bailiffs were in the house, and all her goods 
would be sold. The captain, however, barely replied to 
her. He alleged that he had no money, whereupon she 
burst into tears and began to coax him. But her blandish- 
ments were apparently ineffectual, for Burle's husky voice 
could be heard repeating *• Impossible ! impossible ! ' and 
finally the widow withdrew in a towering passion. The 
major, amazed at the turn affairs were taking, waited a few 
moments longer before entering the office, where Burle had 
remained alone. He found him very calm, and despite his 
furious inclination to call him names he also remained 
calm, determined to begin by finding out the exact truth. 

The office certainly did not look like a swindler's den. 
A cane-seated chair, covered with an honest leather 
cushion, stood before the captain's desk, and in a comer 
there was the locked safe. Summer was coming on, and 
the song of a canary sounded through the open window. 
The apartment was very neat and tidy, redolent of old 
papers, and altogether its appearance inspired one with 
confidence. 

' Wasn't it M^lanie who was leaving here as I came 
along ? ' asked Laguitte. 

Burle shrugged his shoulders. 

' Yes,' he mumbled. ^ She has been dunning me for 
two hundred francs, but she can't screw ten out of me — 
not even ten pence.' 

' Indeed ! ' said the major, just to try him. ' I heard 
that you had made it up with her.' 

' I ? Certainly not. I have done with the likes of her 
for good.' 

Laguitte went away, feeling greatly perplexed. Where 
had the five hundred and forty-five francs gone ? Had the 
idiot taken to drinking or gambling ? He decided to pay 
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Borle a surprise visit that very evening at his own house, 
and, may be, by questioning his mother, he might learn 
something. However, during the afternoon his leg became 
very painful ; latterly he had been feeling in ill-health, 
and he had to use a stick so as not to limp too outrage- 
ously. This stick grieved him sorely, and he declared 
with angry despair that he was now no better than a pen- 
sioner. However, towards the evening, making a strong 
effort, he pulled himself out of his arm-chair, and, leaning 
heavily on his stick, dragged himself through the darkness 
to the Bue des Becollets, which he reached about nine 
o'clock. The street door was still unlocked, and on going 
up he stood panting on the third landing, when he heard 
voices on the upper floor. One of these voices was Burle's, 
so he fancied ; and out of curiosity he ascended another 
flight of stairs. Then, at the end of a passage on the left, 
he saw a ray of light coming from a door, which stood 
ajar. As the creaking of his boots resounded, this door 
was sharply closed, and he found himself in the dark. 

' Some cook going to bed ! ' he muttered angrily. < I'm 
a fool.' 

All the same, he groped his way as gently as possible 
to the door and hstened. Two people were talking in the 
room, and he stood aghast; for it was Burle and that 
fright Bose ! Then he listened, and the conversation he 
heard left him no doubt of the awful truth. For a moment 
he lifted his stick as if to beat down the door. Then he 
shuddered, and, staggering back, leant against the wall. His 
legs were trembling under him, while in the darkness of the 
staircase he brandished his stick as if it had been a sabre. 

What was to be done? Aflier his first moment of 
passion there had come thoughts of the poor old lady 
below. And these made him hesitate. It was all over 
with the captain now ; when a man sank as low as that 
he was hardly worth the few shovelfuls of earth that are 
thrown over carrion to prevent them from polluting the 
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atmosphere. Whatever might be said to Burle, however 
much one might try to shame him, he would assuredly 
begin again the next day. Ah, heavens, to think of it 1 the 
money ! the honour of the army 1 the name of Burle, that 
respected name, dragged through the mire 1 By all that 
was holy, this could and should not be ! 

Presently the major softened. If he had only possessed 
five hundred and forty-five francs 1 But he had not got such 
an amount. On the previous day he had drunk too much 
cognac, just like a mere sub., and had lost shockingly at 
cards. It served him right — he ought to have known 
better ! And if he was so lame, he richly deserved it too ; 
by rights, in fact, his leg ought to be much worse. 

At last he crept downstairs and rang at the bell of 
Madame Burle's flat. Five minutes elapsed and then the 
old lady appeared. 

* I beg your pardon for keeping you waiting,' she said ; 
' I thought that dormouse Eose was still about. I must 
go and shake her.' 

But the major detained her. 

* Where is Burle ? ' he asked. 

' Oh, he has been snoring since nine o'clock. Would 
you like to knock at his door ? ' 

* No, no, I only wanted to have a chat with you.' 

In the parlour Charles sat at his usual place, having 
just finished his exercises. He looked terrified, and his 
poor little white hands were quite tremulous. In point 
of fact, his grandmother, before sending him to bed, was 
wont to read some martial stories aloud so as to develop the 
latent femily heroism in his bosom. That night she had 
selected the episode of the Yengeur^ the man-of-war 
freighted with dying heroes and sinking into the sea. The 
child, while listening, had become almost hysterical, and 
his head was racked as with some ghastly nightmare. 

^ The celebrated legend of the First Bepublic, disproved in so 
masterly a fashion by Carlyle.— Ed. 
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Madame Burle asked the major to let her finish the 
perusal, and he assented. When the last sailor had 
shouted, ' Long live the Eepublio ! ' she solemnly closed 
the volume. Charles was as white as a sheet. 

< You see/ said the old lady, ' the duty of every French 
soldier is to die for his country.' 

* Yes, grandmother.' 

Then tiie lad kissed her on the forehead, and, shivering 
with fear, went to bed in his big room, where the faintest 
creak of the panelling threw him into a cold sweai 

The major had listened with a grave face. Yes, by 
heavens ! honour was honour, and he would never permit 
that wretched Burle to disgrace the old woman and the boy 1 
As the lad was so devoted to the military profession, it was 
necessary that he should be able to enter St. Gyr with his 
head erect. 

When Madame Burle took up the lamp to show the 
major out, she passed the door of the captain's room, and 
stopped short, surprised to see the key outside, which was 
a most unusual occurrence. 

' Do go in,' she said to Laguitte, *• it is bad for him to 
sleep so much.' 

And before he could interpose, she had opened the door, 
and stood transfixed on finding the room empty. Laguitte 
turned crimson and looked so foolish that she suddenly 
understood everything, enlightened by the sudden recollec- 
tion of several little incidents to which she had previously 
attached no importance. 

* You knew it — you knew it I ' she stammered. * Why 
was I not told ? Oh, my God, to4hink of it ! Ah ! he has 
been stealing again — I feel it 1 ' 

She remained erect, white and rigid. Then she added 
in a harsh voice : 

* Look you — I wish he were dead ! * 

Laguitte caught hold of both her hands, which for a 
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moment he kept tightly clasped in his own. Then he left 
her hurriedly, to he felt a lump rising in his throat, and 
tears coming to his eyes. Ah, by all the powers ! this 
time his mind was quite made up. 

IV 

The regimental inspection was to take place at the end of 
the month. The major had ten days before him. On the 
very next morning, however, he crawled, limping, as far as 
the Gaf^ de Paris, where he ordered some beer. M^lanie 
grew pale when she saw him enter, and it was with a lively 
recollection of a certain slap that Phrosine hastened to 
serve him. The major seemed very calm, however; he 
called for a second chair to rest his bad leg upon, and drank 
his beer quietly like any other thirsty man. He had sat 
there for about an hour when he saw two officers crossing 
the Place du Palais — ^Morandot, who commanded one of 
the battalions of the regiment, and Captain Doucet. There- 
upon he excitedly waved his cane and shouted : < Come in 
and have a glass of beer with me ! ' 

The officers dared not refuse, but when the maid had 
brought the beer Morandot said to the major : ' So you 
patronise this place now ? ' 

* Yes— the beer is good.' 

Captain Doucet winked, and asked archly: 'Do you 
belong to the divan, major ? ' 

Laguitte chuckled, but did not answer. Then the 
others began to chaff him about M^lanie, and he took their 
remarks good-naturedly, simply shrugging his shoulders. 
The widow was undoubtedly a fine woman, however much 
people might talk. Some of those who disparaged her 
would, in reality, be only too pleased to win her good graces. 
Then turning to the little counter and assuming an en- 
gaging air, he shouted : 

' Three more glasses, madame.' 
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M^lanie was so taken aback that she rose and brought 
the beer herself. The major detained her at the table, and 
forgot himself so far as to softly pat the hand which she 
had carelessly placed on the back of a chair. Used as she 
was to alternate brutality and flattery, she immediately 
became confident, believing in a sudden whim of gallantry 
on the part of the ' old wreck * as she was wont to style the 
major when talking with Phrosine. Doucet and Morandot 
looked at each other in surprise. Was the major actually 
stepping into Petticoat Burle's shoes ? The regiment 
would be convulsed if that were the case. 

Suddenly, however, Laguitte, who kept his eye on the 
square, gave a start. 

' Hallo, there's Burle ! ' he exclaimed. 

' Yes, it is his time,' explained Phrosine. *• The captain 
passes every afternoon on his way from the office.' 

In spite of his lameness the major had risen to his feet, 
pushing aside the chairs as he called out : ' Burle ! I say — 
come along — and have a glass.' 

The captain, quite aghast, and unable to understand 
why Laguitte was at the widow's, advanced mechanically. 
He was so perplexed that he again hesitated at the door. 

' Another glass of beer,' ordered the major ; and then 
turning to Burle, he added, * What's the matter with you ? 
Come in. Are you afraid of being eaten alive ? ' 

The captain took a seat, and an awkward pause followed. 
M61anie, who brought the beer with trembling hands, 
dreaded some scene which might result in the closing of 
her establishment. The major's gallantry made her uneasy, 
and she endeavoured to slip away, but he invited her to 
drink with them, and before she could refuse he had 
ordered Phrosine to bring a liqueur glass of anisette, doing 
so with as much coolness as if he had been master of the 
house. M61anie was thus compelled to sit down between 
the captain and Laguitte, who exclaimed aggressively : ' I 
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voill have ladies respected. We are French officers ! Let 
us drink madame*s health ! ' 

Burle, with his eyes fixed on his glass, smiled in an 
embarrassed way. The two other officers, shocked at the 
proceedings, had already tried to get off. Fortunately the 
caf^ was deserted, save that the domino-players were having 
their afternoon game. At every fresh oath which came from 
the major they glanced around, scandalised by such an un- 
usual accession of customers, and ready to threaten M^lanie 
that they would leave her for the Gaf 6 de la Gare if the 
soldiery was going to invade her place, like the flies that 
buzzed about, attracted by the stickiness of the tables which 
Phrosine only scoured on Saturdays. She was now reclin- 
ing behind the counter already reading a novel again. 

* How's this — you are not drinking with madame ? ' 
roughly said the major to Burle. *• Be civil at least.' 

Then, as Doucet and Morandot were again preparing to 
leave, he stopped them. 

* Why can't you wait ? We'll go together. It is only 
this brute who never knows how to behave himself.' 

The two officers looked surprised at the major's sudden 
bad temper. M^lanie attempted to restore peace, and with 
a light laugh placed her hands on the arms of both men. 
However, Laguitte disengaged himself. 

*No,' he roared, 'leave me alone. Why does he 
refuse to chink glasses with you ? I shall not allow you 
to be insulted— do you hear ? I am quite sick of him.' 

Burle, paling under the insult, turned slightly and said 
to Morandot, ' What does this mean ? He calls me in here 
to insult me. Is he drunk ? ' 

With a wild oath the major rose on his trembling legs 
and struck the captain's cheek with his open hand. 
M^lanie dived and thus escaped one half of the smack. 
An appalling uproar ensued. Phrosine screamed behind 
the counter as if she herself had received the blow ; the 
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domino-players also entrenched themselves behind their 
table in fear lest the soldiers should draw their swords 
and massacre them. However, Doucet and Morandot 
pinioned the captain to prevent him from springing at the 
major's throat, and forcibly led him to the door. When 
they got him outside they succeeded in quieting him a 
little by repeating that Laguitte was quite in the wrong. 
They would lay the afiEiair before the colonel, having 
witnessed it, and the colonel would give his decision. 
As soon as they had got Burle away they returned to the 
caf^, where they found Laguitte in reality greatly disturbed, 
with tears in his eyes, but affecting stolid indifference and 
slowly finishing his beer. 

' Listen, major,' began Morandot ; ' that was very 
wrong on your part. The captain is your inferior in rank, 
and you know that he won't be allowed to fight you.' 

' That remains to be seen,' answered the major. 

' But how has he offended you ? He never uttered a 
word. Two old comrades too ; it is absurd.' 

The major made a vague gesture. ' No matter. He 
annoyed me.' 

He could never be made to say anything else. 
Nothing more as to his motive was ever known. All the 
same, the scandal was a terrible one. The regiment was 
inclined to believe that M^lanie, incensed by the captain's 
defection, had contrived to entrap the major, telling him 
some abominable stories, and prevailing upon him to 
insult and strike Burle publicly. Who would have thought 
it of that old fogey Laguitte, who professed to be a woman- 
hater? they said. So he too had been caught at last. 
Despite the general indignation against M^lanie, this 
adventure made her very conspicuous ; and her establish- 
ment soon drove a flourishing business. 

On the following day the colonel summoned the major 
and the captain into his presence. He censured them 
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sternly, aocosiDg them of disgracing their uniform by 
frequenting unseemly haunts. What resolution had they 
come to, he asked, as he could not authorise them to 
fight? This same question had occupied the whole 
regiment for the last twenty-four hours. Apologies were 
unacceptable on account of the blow, but as Laguitte was 
almost unable to stand, it was hoped that, should the 
colonel insist upon it, some reconciliation might be patched 
up. 

< Come,' said the colonel, ' will you accept me as arbi- 
trator ? ' 

* I beg your pardon, colonel,* interrupted the major, * I 
have brought you my resignation. Here it is. That 
settles everything. Please name the day for the duel.' 

Burle looked at Laguitte in amazement, and the colonel 
thought it his duty to protest. 

*■ This is a most serious step, major,' he began. < Two 
years more and you would be entitled to your full 
pension.' 

But again did Laguitte cut him short, saying gruffly, 
* That is my own affair.' 

' Oh, certainly ! Well, I will send in your resignation, 
and as soon as it is accepted I will fix a day for the 
duel.' 

The unexpected turn that events had taken startled 
the regiment. What possessed that lunatic major to per- 
sist in cutting the throat of his old comrade Burle ? The 
officers again discussed Mdlanie : they even began to dream 
of her. There must surely be something wonderful about 
her since she had completely fascinated two such tough old 
veterans, and brought them to a deadly feud. Morandot 
having met Laguitte, did not disguise his concern. If he 
— the major — was not killed, what would he live upon ? 
He had no fortune, and the pension to which his cross of 
the Legion of Honour entitled him, with the half of a full 

D 



34 THE HONOUR OF THE ARMY 

regimental pension which he would obtain on resigning, 
would barely find him in bread. While Morandot was 
thus speaking, Laguitte simply stared before him with 
his round eyes, persevering in the dumb obstinacy bom of 
his narrow mind; and when his companion tried to 
question him respecting his hatred for Burle, he simply 
made the same vague gesture as before, and once again 
repeated : 

' He annoyed me ; so much the worse.' 

Every morning at mess, and at the canteen, the first 
words were : ' Has the acceptance of the major's resigna- 
tion arrived?' The duel was impatiently expected, and 
ardently discussed. The majority believed that Laguitte 
would be run through the body in three seconds, for it 
was madness for a man to fight with a paralysed leg which 
did not even allow him to stand upright. A few, however, 
shook their heads. Laguitte had never been a marvel of 
intellect, that was true ; for the last twenty years, indeed, 
he had been held up as an example of stupidity, but there 
had been a time when he was known as the best fencer of 
the regiment ; and although he had begun as a drummer^ 
he had won his epaulets as the commander of a battalion 
by the sanguine bravery of a man who is quite unconscious 
of danger. On the other hand, Burle fenced but indif- 
ferently, and passed for a poltroon. However, they would 
soon know what to think. 

Meanwhile the excitement became more and more 
intense as the acceptance of Laguitte's resignation was so 
long in coming. The major was unmistakably the most 
anxious and upset of everybody. A week had passed by, 
and the general inspection would commence two days 
later. Nothing, however, had come as yet. He shuddered 
at the thought that he had, perhaps, struck his old friend 
and sent in his resignation all in vain, without delaying the 
exposure for a single minute. He had in reality reasoned 
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thus : If he himself were killed, he would not have the 
worry of witnessing the scandal ; and if he killed Burle, as 
he expected to do, the afibir would undoubtedly be hushed 
up. Thus he would save the Honour of the Army, and 
the little chap would be able to get in at St. Gyr. Ah ! 
why wouldn't those wretched scribblers at the War 
Office hurry up a bit? The major could not keep still 
but was for ever waiidering about before the post office 
stopping the estafettes and questioning the colonere 
orderly to find out if the acceptance had arrived. He lost 
his sleep, and, careless as to people's remarks, he leant 
more and more heavily on his stick, hobbling about with 
no attempt to steady his gait. 

On the day before that fixed for the inspection he was as 
usual on his way to the colonel's quarters, when he paused 
startled, to see Madame Burle (who was taking Charles tc 
school) a few paces ahead of him. He had not met her 
since the scene at the Oaf ^ de Paris, for she had remained 
in seclusion at home. Unmanned at thus meeting her, he 
stepped down to leave the whole side- walk free. Neither 
he nor the old lady bowed, and the little boy lifted his 
large inquisitive eyes in mute surprise. Madame Burle, 
cold and erect, brushed past the major without the least 
sign of emotion or recognition. When she had passed 
he looked affcer her with an expression of stupefied 
compassion. 

< Confound it, I am no longer a man,' he growled, 
dashing away a tear. 

When he arrived at the colonel's quarters, a captain in 
attendance greeted him with the words : ' It's all right at 
last. The papers have come.' 

' Ah I ' murmured Laguitte, growing very pale. 

And again he beheld the old lady walking on, relentlessly 
rigid, and holding tbe little boy's hand. What ! he had 
longed so eagerly for those papers for eight days past, and 
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now, when the scraps had come, he felt his brain on fire 
and his heart lacerated. 

The duel took place on the morrow, in the barrack-yard 
behind a low wall. The air was keen, the sun shining 
brightly. Laguitte had almost to be carried to the ground ; 
one of his seconds supported him on one side, while on the 
other he leant heavily on his stick. Burle looked half 
asleep, his face was puffy with unhealthy fat, as if he had 
spent a night of debauchery. Not a word was spoken. 
They were all anxious to have it over. 

Captain Doucet crossed the swords of the two adver- 
saries and then drew back, saying : ' Set-to, gentlemen.' 

Burle was the first to attack; he wanted to test 
Laguitte's strength and ascertain what he had to expect. 
For the last ten days, the encounter had seemed to him a 
ghastly nightmare which he could not fathom. At times 
a hideous suspicion assailed him, but he put it aside with 
terror, for it meant death, and he refused to believe that a 
friend could play him such a trick, even to set things right. 
Besides, Laguitte's leg reassured him ; he would prick the 
major on the shoulder, and then all would be over. 

During well-nigh a couple of minutes the swords 
clashed, and then the captain lunged, but the major, re- 
covering his old suppleness of wrist, parried in a masterly 
style, and if he had returned the attack Burle would have 
been pierced through. The captain now fell back ; he was 
livid, for he felt that he was at the mercy of the man who 
had just spared him. At last he understood that this was 
an execution. 

Laguitte, squarely poised on his infirm legs and seem- 
ingly turned to stone, stood waiting. The two men looked 
at each other fixedly. In Burle's blurred eyes there arose 
a supplication— a prayer for pardon. He knew why he 
was going to die, and like a child he promised not to 
transgress again. But the major's eyes remained im- 
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placable ; honour had spoken, and he silenced his emotion 
and his pity. 

' Let it end,' he muttered between his teeth. 

Then it was he who attacked. Like a flash of lightning 
his sword flamed, flying from right to left, and then with a 
resistless thrust it pierced the breast of the captain, who 
fell like a log without even a groan. 

Laguitte had released his hold upon his sword and 
stood gazing at that poor old rascal Burle, who was 
stretched upon his back with his fat stomach bulging out. 

* Oh, my God I my God I ' repeated the major furiously 
and despairingly, and then he began to swear. 

They led him away, and, both his legs failing him, he 
had to be supported on either side, for he could not even 
use his stick. 

Two months later the ex-major was crawling slowly 
along in the sunlight down a lonely street of Vauchamp, 
when he again found himself face to face with Madame 
Burle and little Charles. They were both in deep mourn- 
ing. He tried to avoid them; but he now only walked 
with difficulty, and they advanced straight upon him 
without hurrying or slackening their steps. Charles still 
had the same gentle, girlish, frightened face, and Madame 
Burle retained her stem, rigid demeanour, looking even 
harsher than ever. 

As Laguitte shrank into the comer of a doorway, to 
leave the whole street to them, she abruptly stopped in 
front of him and stretched out her hand. He hesitated 
and then took it and pressed it, but he trembled so 
violently that he made the old lady's arm shake. They 
exchanged glances in silence. 

' Charles,* said the boy's grandmother at last, ' shake 
hands with the major.' 

The boy obeyed without understanding. The major, 
who was very pale, barely ventured to touch the child's 



38 THE HONOUR OF THE ARMY 

frail fingers ; then, feeling that he onght to speak, he 
stammered out: 'Ton still intend to send him to St. 
Oyr?' 

< Of course, when he is old enough,' answered Madame 
Burle. 

But during the following week Charles was carried off 
by typhoid fever. One evening his grandmother had again 
read him the story of the Yenge/wr^ to make him bold, and 
in the night he had become delirious. The poor little 
fellow died of fright. 



THE DEATH OF OLIVIER 

BECAILLE 



It was on a Saturday, at six in the morning, that I died, 
after a three days' illness. My wife was searching a trunk 
for some linen, and when she rose and tamed she saw me 
rigid, with open eyes and silent pulses. She ran to me, 
fancying I had fainted, touched my hands, and bent over 
me. Then she suddenly grew alarmed, burst into tears, 
and stammered : 

' My God I my God ! he is dead I ' 

I heard everything, but the sounds seem to come from 
a great distance. My left eye still detected a faint glim- 
mer, a whitish light in which all objects melted, but my 
right eye was quite bereft of sight. It was the coma of my 
whole being, as if a thunderbolt had struck me. My will 
was annihilated, not a fibre of my flesh obeyed my bidding. 
And yet amid the impotency of my inert limbs my thoughts 
subsisted, sluggish and lazy, still perfectly clear. 

My poor Marguerite was crying ; she had dropped on 
her knees beside the bed, repeating in heartrending tones : 

' He is dead ! my God I he is dead ! ' 

Was this strange state of torpor, this immobility of the 
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flesh, really death, although the functions of the intellect 
were not arrested ? Was my soul only lingering for a brief 
space before it soared away for ever ? From my childhood 
upwards I had been subject to hysterical attacks, and twice, 
in early youth, I had nearly succumbed to nervous fevers. 
By degrees all those who surrounded me had got accus- 
tomed to consider me an invalid, and to see me sickly. 
So much so, that I myself had forbidden my wife to call 
in a doctor when I had taken to my bed on the day of our 
arrival at the cheap lodging-house of the Eue Dauphine in 
Paris. A little rest would soon set me right again ; it was 
only the fatigue of the journey which had caused my in- 
tolerable weariness. And yet I was conscious of having 
felt singularly uneasy. We had left our province some- 
what abruptly ; we were very poor, and had barely enough 
money to support ourselves till I drew my first month's 
salary in the office where I had obtained a situation. And 
now a sudden seizure was carrying me off ! 

Was it really death ? I had pictured to myself a darker 
night, a deeper silence. As a little child I had already 
felt afraid to die. Being weak and compassionately petted 
by everyone, I had concluded that I had not long to live, 
that I should soon be buried ; and the thought of the cold 
earth filled me with a dread I could not master — a dread 
which haunted me day and night. As I grew older the 
same terror pursued me. Sometimes, after long hours 
spent in reasoning with myself, I thought that I had 
conquered my fear. I reflected, ' After all, what does it 
matter ? one dies and all is over. It is the common fate ; 
nothing could be better or easier.' 

I then prided myself on being able to look death boldly 
in the face ; but suddenly a shiver froze my blood, and 
my dizzy anguish returned as if a giant hand had swung 
me over a dark abyss. It was some vision of the earth 
returning and setting reason at naught. How often at 
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night did I start up in bed, not knowing what cold breath 
had swept over my slumbers, but clasping my despairing 
hands and moaning, * Must I die ? ' In those moments an 
icy horror would stop my pulses, while an appalling vision 
of dissolution rose before me. It was with difficulty that 
I could get to sleep again. Indeed, sleep alarmed me, it 
so closely resembled death. If I closed my eyes they 
might never open again — I might slumber on for ever. 

I cannot tell if others have endured the same torture ; 
I only know that my own life was made a torment by 
it. Death ever rose between me and all I loved ; I can 
remember how the thought of it poisoned the happiest 
moments I spent with Marguerite. During the first 
months of our married life, when she lay sleeping by my 
side and I dreamed of a fair future for her and with her, 
the foreboding of some fatal separation dashed my hopes 
aside and embittered my delights. Perhaps we should be 
parted on the morrow — nay, perhaps in an hour's time. 
Then utter discouragement assailed me ; Iwondered what 
the bliss of being united availed me if it were to end in so 
cruel a disruption. 

My morbid imagination revelled in scenes of mourning. 
I speculated as to who would be the first to depart, Mar- 
guerite or I. Either alternative caused me harrowing 
grief, and tears rose to my eyes at the thought of our 
shattered lives. At the happiest periods of my existence 
I often became a prey to grim dejection such as nobody 
could understand, but which was caused by the thought of 
impending nihility. When I was most successful I was to 
general wonder most depressed. The fatal question, ' What 
avails it ? ' rang like a knell in my ears. But the sharpest 
sting of this torment was that it came with a secret sense 
of shame, which rendered me unable to confide my 
thoughts to another. Husband and wife lying side by 
side in the darkened room may quiver with the same 
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shudder and yet remain mnte ; for people do not mention 
death any more than they pronounce certain obscene 
words. Fear makes it nameless. 

I was musing thus while my dear Marguerite knelt 
sobbing at my feet. It grieved me sorely to be unable to 
comfort her by telling her that I suffered no pain. If 
death were merely the annihilation of the flesh it had been 
foolish of me to harbour so much dread. I experienced a 
selfish kind of restfulness in which all my cares were for- 
gotten. My memory had become extraordinarily yivid. 
My whole life passed before me rapidly like a play in 
which I no longer acted a part; it was a curious and 
enjoyable sensation — I seemed to hear a far-off voice 
relating my own history. 

I saw in particular a certain spot in the country near 
Gu6rande, on the way to Piriac. The road turns sharply, 
and some scattered pine-trees carelessly dot a rocky slope. 
When I was seven years old I used to pass through those 
pines with my father as far as a crumbling old house, 
where Marguerite's parents gave me pancakes. They were 
salt-gatherers, and earned a scanty livelihood by working 
the adjacent salt marshes. Then I remembered the school 
at Nantes, where I had grown up, leading a monotonous 
life within its ancienfc walls and yearning for the broad 
horizon of Gu6rande, and the salt marshes stretching to 
the limitless sea widening under the sky. 

Next came a blank — my father was dead. I entered the 
hospital as clerk to the managing board and led a dreary 
life with one solitary diversion : my Sunday visits to the 
old house on the Piriac road. The salt works were doing 
badly ; poverty reigned in the land, and Marguerite's 
parents were nearly penniless. Marguerite, when merely 
a child, had been fond of me because I tnmdled her about 
in a wheelbarrow, but on the morning when I asked her 
in marriage she shrank from me with a frightened gesture. 
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and I realised that she thought me hideons. Her parents, 
however, consented at once ; they looked npon my offer as 
a godsend, and the daughter submissively acquiesced. 
When she became accustomed to the idea of marrying me 
she did not seem to dislike it so much. On our wedding 
day at Ou6rande the rain fell in torrents, and when we got 
home my bride had to take off her dress, which was 
soaked through, and sit in her petticoats. 

That was all the youth I ever had. We did not remain 
long in our province. One day I found my wife in tears. 
She was miserable, life was so dull, she wemted to get 
away. Six months later I had saved a little money by 
taking in extra work after office hours, and through the 
influence of a friend of my father's I obtained a petty 
appointment in Paris. I started off to settle there with 
the dear little woman so that she might cry no more. 
During the night which we spent in the third-class railway 
carriage, the seats being very hard, I took her in my arms 
in order that she might sleep. 

That was the past, and now I had just died on the 
narrow bed of a Paris lodging-house, and my wife was 
crouching on the floor, and crying bitterly. The white 
light before my left eye was growing dim, but I remem- 
bered the room perfectly. On the left there was a chest 
of drawers, on the right a mantelpiece surmounted by a 
damaged clock without a pendulum, the hands of which 
marked ten minutes past ten. The window overlooked the 
Bue Dauphine, a long dark street. All Paris seemed to pass 
below, and the noise was so great that the window shook. 

We knew nobody in the city; we had hurried our 
departure, but I was not expected at the office till the 
following Monday. Since I had taken to my bed I had 
wondered at my imprisonment in this narrow room into 
which we had tumbled affcer a railway journey of fifteen 
hours, followed by a hurried, confusing transit through 
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the noisy streets. My wife had nursed me with smiling 
tenderness, but I knew that she was anxious. She would 
walk to the window, glance out and return to the bedside, 
looking very pale and startled by the sight of the busy 
thoroughfiare, the aspect of the vast city of which she did 
not know a single stone, and which deafened her with its 
continuous roar. What would happen to her if I never 
woke up again — alone, friendless, and unknowing as she 
was? 

Marguerite had caught hold of one of my hands which 
lay passive on the coverlet, and covering it with kisses she 
repeated wildly : ' Olivier, answer me. Oh, my God, he 
is dead, dead ! ' 

So death was not complete annihilation. I could hear 
and think. I had been uselessly alarmed all those years. 
I had not dropped into utter vacancy as I had anticipated. 
I could not picture the disappearance of my being, the 
suppression of all that I had been, without the possibility 
of renewed existence. I had been wont to shudder when- 
ever in any book or newspaper I came across a date of a 
hundred years hence. A date at which I should no longer 
be alive, a future which I should never see, filled me with 
unspeakable uneasiness. Was I not the whole world, 
and would not the universe crumble away when I was no 
more? 

To dream of life in death had been a cherished vision, 
but this could not possibly be death. I should assuredly 
awake presently. Yes, in a few moments I would lean 
over, take Marguerite in my arms, and dry her tears. I 
would rest a little while longer before going to my office ; 
and then a new life would begin, brighter than the last. 
However, I did not feel impatient ; the commotion had 
been too strong. It was wrong of Marguerite to give way 
like that when I had not even the strength to turn my 
head on the pillow and smile at her. The next time that 
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she moaned out ' He is dead ! dead ! ' I would embrace 
her, and mnrmtir softly so as not to startle her : < No, my 
darUng, I was only asleep. You see I am alive, and I love 
you.' 



n 

Mabguebite's cries had attracted attention, for all at 
once the door was opened, and a voice exclaimed : ' What 
is the matter, neighbour ? Is he worse ? ' 

I recognised the voice; it was that of an elderly 
woman, Madame Gabin, who occupied a room on the same 
floor. She had been most obliging since our arrival, and 
had evidently become interested in our concerns. On her 
own side she had lost no time in telling us her history. 
A stem landlord had sold her furniture during the previous 
winter to pay himself his rent, and since then she had 
resided at the lodging-house in the Bue Dauphine with 
her daughter D6d6, a child of ten. They both cut and 
pinked lamp-shades ; and between them they earned at the 
utmost only two francs a day. 

* Heavens ! is it all over ? ' cried Madame Gabin, looking 
at me. 

I realised that she was drawing nearer. She examined 
me, touched me, and turning to Marguerite murmured 
compassionately : ' Poor girl ! poor girl ! ' 

My wife, wearied out, was sobbing like a child. 
Madame Gabin lifted her, placed her in a dilapidated arm- 
chair near the fireplace, and proceeded to comfort her. 

* Indeed you'll do yourself harm if you go on hke this, 
my dear. It's no reason because your husband is gone 
that you should kill yourself with weeping. Sure enough, 
when I lost Gabin I was just like you. I remained three 
days without swallowing a morsel of food. But that 
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didn't help me — on the contrary, it pulled me down. 
Oome, for the Lord's sake, be sensible ! ' 

By degrees Marguerite grew calmer; she was ex- 
hausted, and it was only at intervals that she gave way to 
a fresh flow of tears. Meanwhile the old woman had 
taken possession of the room with a sort of rough 
authority. 

< Don't worry yourself,' she said, as she bustled about. 
'Neighbours must help each other. Luckily D6d6 has 
just gone to take the work home. Ah, I see, your trunks 
are not yet all unpacked, but I suppose there is some linen 
in the chest of drawers — isn't there ? ' 

I heard her pull a drawer open ; she must have taken 
out a napkin which she spread on the little table at the 
bedside. She then struck a match, which made me think 
that she was lighting one of the candles on the mantel- 
piece, and placing it near me as a religious rite. I could 
follow her movements in the room and divine all her 
actions. 

'Poor gentleman,' she muttered. 'Luckily I heard 
you sobbing, poor dear I ' 

Suddenly the vague light which my left eye had 
detected vanished. Madame Grabin had just closed my 
eyelids, but I had not felt her j&nger on my face. When 
I understood this I felt chilled. 

The door had opened again, and D^d6, the child of ten, 
now rushed in, calling out in her shrill voice : * Mother, 
mother I Ah, I knew you would be here I Look here, 
there's the money — three francs and four sous. I took 
back three dozen lamp-shades.' 

' Hush, hush ! Hold your tongue,' vainly repeated the 
mother, who, as the little girl chattered on, must have 
pointed to the bed, for I guessed that the child felt per- 
plexed, and was backing towards the door. 

' Is the gentleman asleep ? ' she whispered. 
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' Tes, yes — ^go and play/ said Madame Gabin. 

But the child did not go. She was, no doubt, staring 
at me with widely opened eyes, startled and vaguely 
comprehending. Suddenly she seemed convulsed with 
terror, and ran out, upsetting a chair. 

' He is dead, mother, he is dead ! ' she gasped. 

Profound silence followed. Marguerite, lying back in 
the arm-chair, had left o£F crying. Madame Gabin was still 
rummaging about the room, and talking under her breath. 

' Children know everything nowadays. Look at that 
girl. Heaven knows how carefully she's brought up! 
When I send her on an errand, or to take the shades 
back, I calculate the time to a minute so that she can't 
loiter about, but for all that she learns everything. She 
saw at a glemce what had happened here — and yet I never 
showed her but one corpse, that of her uncle Fran9ois, and 
she was then only four years old. Ah well ! there are no 
children left — it can't be helped.' 

She paused, and without any transition passed to 
another subject. 

'I say, dearie, we must think of the formalities — 
there's the declaration at the municipal offices to be made, 
and the seeing about the funeral. You are not in a fit 
state to attend to business. What do you say if I look in 
at Monsieur Simoneau's to find out if he*s at home ? ' 

Marguerite did not reply. It seemed to me that I 
watched her from afar, and at times changed into a subtle 
flame hovering above the room, while a stranger lay 
heavy and imconscious on my bed. I wished that 
Marguerite had declined the assistance of Simoneau. I 
had seen him three or four times during my brief illness, 
for he occupied a room close to ours, and had been civil 
and neighbourly. Madame Gabin had told us that he was 
merely making a short stay in Paris, having come to 
collect some old debts due to his father, who had settled in 
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the country and recently died. He was a tall, strong, 
handsome young man, and I hated him, perhaps on 
account of his healthy appearance. On the previous 
evening he had come in to make inquiries, and I had much 
disliked seeing him at Marguerite's side ; she had looked 
so fair and pretty, and he had gazed so intently into 
her face when she smilingly thanked him for his kindness. 

' Ah ! here is Monsieur Simoneau,' said Madame Gabin, 
introducing him. 

He gently pushed the door ajar, and as soon as 
Marguerite saw him enter she burst into a flood of tears. 
The presence of a friend, of the only person she knew in 
Paris besides the old woman, recalled her bereavement. I 
could not see the young man, but in the darkness that 
encompassed me I conjured up his appearance. I 
pictured him distinctly, grave and sad at finding poor 
Marguerite in such distress. How lovely she must have 
looked with her golden hair unbound, her pale face and 
her dear little baby hands burning with fever ! 

< I am at your disposal, madame,' he said softly. 
' Fray allow me to manage everything.' 

She only answered him with broken words, but as the 
young man was leaving, accompanied by Madame Gabin, 
I heard the latter mention money. These things were 
always expensive, she said, and she feared that the poor 
little body hadn't a farthing — anyhow, he might ask her. 
But Simoneau silenced the old woman ; he did not want 
to have the widow worried ; he was going to the municipal 
office and to the undertakers. 

When silence reigned once more I wondered if my 
nightmare would last much longer. I was certainly alive, 
for I was conscious of passing incidents, and I began to 
realise my condition. I must have fallen into one of 
those cataleptic states that I had read of. As a child I 
had suffered from syncopes which had lasted several 
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hours, but surely my heart would soon beat anew, my 
blood circulate and my muscles relax. Yes, I should 
wake up and comfort Marguerite ; and, reasoning thus, I 
tried to be patient. 

Time passed. Madame Gabin had brought in some break- 
fast, but Marguerite refused to taste any food. Later on 
the afternoon waned. Through the open window I heard 
the rising clamour of the Eue Dauphine. By-and-by a 
slight ringing of the brass candlestick on the marble-topped 
table made me think that a fresh candle had been lighted. 
At last Simoneau returned. 

* Well ? ' whispered the old woman. 

' It is all settled,' he answered ; ' the funeral is ordered 
for to-morrow at eleven. There is nothing for you to do, 
and you needn't talk of these things before the poor.lady.' 

Nevertheless Madame Gabin remarked: ^Tbe doctor 
of the dead hasn't come yet.' 

Simoneau took a seat beside Marguerite, and after a few 
words of encouragement remained silent. The funeral 
was to take place at eleven ! Those words rang in my 
brain like a passing bell. And the doctor was coming — 
the doctor of the dead, as Madame Gabin had called him. 
He could not possibly fail to find out that I was only in a 
state of lethargy; he would do whatever might be neces- 
sary to rouse me, so I longed for his arrival with feverish 
anxiety. 

The day was drawing to a close. Madame Gabin, 
anxious to waste no time, had brought in her lamp-shades 
and summoned D6d6 without asking Marguerite's permis- 
sion. ' To tell the truth,' she observed, ' I do not like to 
leave children too long alone.' 

* Come in, I say,' she whispered to the little girl, * come 
in, and don't be frightened. Only don't look towards the 
bed, or you'll catch it.' 

She thought it decorous to forbid D6d6 to look at me, 
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but I was conyinced that the child was furtively glancing 
at the comer where I lay, for every now and then I heard 
her mother rap her knuckles and repeat angrily : ^ Get on 
with your work, or you shall leave the room, and the 
gentleman will come during the night and pull you by the 
feet/ 

The mother and daughter had sat down at our table. 
I could plainly hear the click of their scissors as they 
clipped the lamp-shades, which no doubt required very 
delicate manipulation, for they did not work rapidly. I 
counted the shades one by one as they were laid aside, 
while my anxiety grew more and more intense. 

The clicking of the scissors was the only noise in the 
room, so I concluded that Marguerite had been overcome 
by fatigue and was dozing. Twice Simoneau rose up, and 
the torturing thought flashed through me that he might 
be taking advantage of her slumbers to touch her hair 
with his lips. I hardly knew the man, and yet I felt sure 
that he loved my wife. At last little D6d6 began to giggle, 
and her laugh exasperated me. 

* Why are you sniggering, you idiot ? * asked her mother. 
' Do you want to be turned out on the landing ? Gome, 
out with it ; what makes you laugh so ? ' 

The child stammered : she had not laughed, she had 
only coughed ; but I felt certain that she had seen 
Simoneau bending over Marguerite, and had felt amused. 

The lamp had been lit, when a knock was heard at the 
door. 

' It must be the doctor at last,' said the old woman. 

It was the doctor ; he did not apologise for coming so 
late, for he had no doubt ascended many flights of stairs 
during the day. The room being but imperfectly lighted 
by the lamp, he inquired : ^ Is the body here ? ' 

' Yes, it is,' answered Simoneau. 

Marguerite had risen, trembling violently. Madame 
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Oabin dismissed DM^, saying it was useless that a child 
should be present, and she then tried to lead my wife to 
the window, to spare her the sight of what was about to 
take place. 

The doctor quickly approached the bed. I guessed 
that he was bored, tired, and impatient. Had he touched 
my wrist ? had he placed his hand on my heart ? I could 
not tell ; but I femcied that he had only carelessly bent 
over me. 

' Shall I bring the lamp, so that you may see better ? ' 
asked Simoneau obligingly. 

* No, it is not necessary,' quietly answered the doctor. 

Not necessary ! That man held my life in his hands, 
and he did not think it worth while to proceed to a careful 
examination ! I was not dead ! I wanted to cry out that 
I was not dead ! 

' At what o'clock did he die ? ' asked the doctor. 

' At six this morning,' volunteered Simoneau. 

A feeling of frenzy and rebellion rose within me, bound 
as I was in seemingly iron chains. Oh, for the power of 
uttering one word, of moving a single limb ! 

'This close weather is unhealthy,' resumed the doctor ; 
< nothing is more trying than these early spring days.' 

And then he moved away. It was like my life depart- 
ing. Screams, sobs, and insults were choking me, 
struggling in my convulsed throat, in which even my 
breath was arrested. The wretch ! Turned into a mere 
machine by professional habits, he only came to a death- 
bed to accomplish a perfunctory formality; he knew 
nothing, his science was a lie, since he could not at a 
glance distinguish life from death — and now he was going 
—going I 

' Good-night, sir,' said Simoneau. 

There came a moment's silence, the doctor was probably 
bowing to Marguerite, who had turned while Madame 
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Gabin was fastening the window. He left the room, and 
I heard his footsteps descending the stairs. 

It was all over ; I was condemned. My last hope had 
vanished with that man. If I did not wake before eleven 
on the morrow I should be buried alive. The horror of 
that thought was so great that I lost all consciousness of 
my surroundings — 'twas something like a fainting fit in 
death. The last sound I heard was the clicking of the 
scissors handled by Madame Gabin and D6d6. The funeral 
vigil had begun ; nobody spoke. 

Marguerite had refused to retire to rest in the neigh- 
bour's room. She remained reclining in her arm-chair, 
with her beautiful face pale, her eyes closed, and her long 
lashes wet with tears, while before her in the gloom 
Simoneau sat silently watching her. 



m 

I CANNOT describe my agony during the morning of the 
following day. I remember it as a hideous dream, in which 
my impressions were so ghastly and so confused that I 
could not formulate them. The persistent yearning for a 
sudden awakening increased my torture ; and as the hour 
for the funeral drew nearer, my anguish became more 
poignant still. 

It was only at daybreak that I had recovered a fuUer con- 
sciousness of what was going on around me. The creaking 
of hinges first startled me out of my stupor. Madame 
Gabin had just opened the window. It must have been 
about seven o'clock, for I heard the cries of hawkers in the 
street, the shrill voice of a girl offering groundsel, and the 
hoarse voice of a man shouting ' Carrots ! ' The clamorous 
awakening of Paris pacified me at first. I could not 
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believe that I should be laid under the sod in the midst of 
so much life; and, besides, a sudden thought helped to 
calm me. It had just occurred to me that I had witnessed 
a case similar to my own while I was employed at the 
hospital of Gu^rande. A man had been sleeping for 
twenty-eight hours, the doctors hesitating in presence of 
his apparent lifelessness, when suddenly he had sat up in 
bed, and was almost at once able to rise. I myself had 
already been asleep for some twenty-five hours ; if I awoke 
at ten I should still be in time. 

I endeavoured to ascertain who was in the room and 
what was going on there. D^6 must have been playing 
on the landing, for once when the door opened I heard her 
shrill childish laughter outside. Simoneau must have re- 
tired, for nothing indicated his presence. Madame Gabin's 
slipshod tread was still audible over the floor. At last she 
spoke. 

' Gome, my dear,' she said. ' It is wrong of you not to 
take it while it is hot. It would cheer you up.' 

She was addressing Marguerite, and a slow trickling 
sound as of something filtering indicated that she had been 
making some coffee. 

'I don't mind owning,' she continued, ' that I needed it. 
At my age sitting up is trying. The night seems so dreary 
when there is a misfortune in the house. Do have a cup 
of coffee, my dear — just a drop.' 

She persuaded Marguerite to taste it. 

* Isn't it nice and hot ? ' she continued ; ' and doesn't it 
set one up? Ah! you'll be wanting all your strength 
presently for what you've got to go through to-day. Now, 
if you were sensible you'd step into my room and just wait 
there.' 

' No ; I want to stay here,' said Marguerite resolutely. 

Her voice, which I had not heard since the previous 
evening, touched me strangely. It was changed, broken 
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as by tears. To feel my dear wife near me was a last 
consolation. I knew that her eyes were fastened on me, and 
that she was weeping with all the anguish of her heart. 

The minutes flew by. An inexplicable noise sounded 
from beyond the door. It seemed as if some people were 
bringing a bulky piece of furniture upstairs, and knocking 
against the walls as they did so. Suddenly I understood, 
as I heard Marguerite begin to sob : it was the coffin. 

'You are too early/ said Madame Gabin crossly. 
' Put it behind the bed.' 

What o'clock was it ? Nine, perhaps. So the coffin 
had come. Amid the opaque night around me I could see 
it plainly, quite new, with roughly planed boards. 
Heavens ! was this the end, then ? Was I to be borne o£F 
in that box which I realised was lying at my feet ? 

However, I had one supreme joy. Marguerite, in 
spite of her weakness, insisted upon discharging all the 
last offices. Assisted by the old woman, she dressed me 
with all the tenderness of a wife and a sister. Once more 
I felt myself in her arms as she clothed me in various 
garments. She paused at times, overcome by grief ; she 
clasped me convulsively, and her tears rained on my fade. 
Oh ! how I longed to return her embrace, and cry, ' I live ! ' 
And yet I was lying there powerless, motionless, inert ! 

* You are very foolish,' suddenly said Madame Gabin ; 
' it is all wasted.' 

* Never mind,' answered Marguerite, sobbing. ^ I want 
him to wear his very best things.' 

I understood that she was dressing me in the clothes I 
had worn on my wedding-day. I had kept them carefully 
for great occasions. When she had finished she fell back 
exhausted in the arm-chair. 

Simoneau now spoke ; he had probably just entered the 
room. 

* They are below,' he whispered. 
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' Well, it ain't any too soon/ answered Madame Gabin, 
also lowering her voice. ' Tell them to come up and get it 
over.* 

< But I dread the despair of the poor little wife.' 

The old woman seemed to reflect and presently re- 
sumed: 'Listen to me, Monsieur Simoneau. You must 
take her off to my room. I wouldn't have her stop here. 
It is for her own good. When she is out of the way we'll 
get it done in a jiffy.' 

These words pierced my heart, and my anguish was in- 
tense when I realised that a struggle was actually taking 
place. Simoneau had walked up to Marguerite imploring 
her to leave the room. 

' Do, for pity's sake, come with me ! ' he pleaded. ' Spare 
yourself useless pain.' 

'No, noP she cried, 'I will remain till the last 
minute. Eemember that I have only him in the world, 
and when he is gone I shall be all alone ! ' 

From the bedside Madame Gabin was prompting the 
young man. 

* Don't parley — take hold of her — carry her off in your 
arms.' 

Was Simoneau about to lay his hands on Marguerite 
and bear her away ? She screamed. I wildly endeavoured 
to rise, but the springs of my limbs were broken. I re- 
mained rigid, unable even to lift my eyelids to see what 
was going on. The struggle continued, and my wife clung 
to the furniture, repeating — *0h don't, don't! Have 
mercy I Let me go ! I will not ' 

He must have lifted her in his stalwart arms, for I 
heard her moaning like a child. He bore her away, her 
sobs were lost in the distance, and I fancied I saw them 
both — he, tall and strong, pressing her to his breast ; she 
fainting, powerless and conquered, following him wherever 
he Usted. 
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* Drat it all ! what a to-do ! ' muttered Madame Gabin. 
' Now for the tug of war, as the coast is clear at last.' 

In my jealous madness I looked upon this incident as 
a monstrous outrage. I had not been able to see Mar- 
guerite for twenty-four hours, but at least I had still heard 
her voice. Not even this was denied me ; she had been 
torn away, a man had eloped with her even before I was 
laid under the sod. He was alone with her, on the other 
side of the wall, comforting her — embracing her perhaps ! 

But the door opened once more, and heavy footsteps 
shook the floor. 

' Quick, make haste,' repeated Madame Oabin. ' Oet 
it done before the lady comes back.' 

She was speaking to some strangers, who merely 
answered her with uncouth grunts. 

' You understand,' she went on, * I am not a relation, 
I'm only a neighbour. I have no interest in the matter. 
It is out of pure good-nature that I have mixed myself up 
in their affairs. And it ain't over cheerful, I can tell you. 
Yes, yes, I sat up the whole blessed night — it was pretty 
cold, too, about four o'clock. That's a fact. Well, I have 
always been a fool — I'm too soft-hearted.' 

The coffin had been dragged into the centre of the 
room. As I had not awakened I was condemned. All 
clearness departed from my ideas ; everything seemed to 
revolve in a black haze ; and I experienced such utter 
lassitude that it seemed almost a relief to leave off hoping. 

* They haven't spared the material,' said one of the 
undertaker's men in a gruff voice. ' The box is too long.' 

* He'll have all the more room,' said the other, laugh- 
ing. 

I was not heavy, and they chuckled over it since they 
had three flights of stairs to descend. As they were 
seizing me by the shoulders and feet, I heard Madame 
Oabin fly into a violent passion. 
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' You cursed little brat,' she screamed, ' what do you 
mean by poking your nose where you're not wanted? 
Look here, I'll teach you to spy and pry.' 

D6d6 had slipped her tousled head through the doorway 
to see how the gentleman was being put into the box. 
Two ringing slaps resounded, however, followed by an ex- 
plosion of sobs. And as soon as the mother returned she 
began to gossip about her daughter for the benefit of the 
two men who were settling me in the coffin. 

' She is only ten, you know. She is not a bad girl, but 
she is frightfully inquisitive. I do not beat her often, only 
I will be obeyed.' 

' Oh,' said one of the men, ' all kids are alike. When- 
ever there is a corpse lying about they always want to see it.' 

I was commodiously stretched out, and I might have 
thought myself still in my bed, had it not been that my 
left arm felt a trifle cramped from being squeezed against 
a board. The men had been right. I was pretty comfort- 
able inside on account of my diminutive stature. 

' Stop ! ' suddenly exclaimed Madame Oabin. ' I pro- 
mised his wife to put a pillow under his head.' 

The men, who were in a hurry, stuffed in the pillow 
roughly. One of them, who had mislaid his hammer, 
began to swear. He had left the tool below, and went to 
fetch it, dropping the lid ; and when two sharp blows of 
the hammer drove in the first nail, a shock ran through 
my being — I had ceased to live. The nails then entered 
in rapid succession with a rhythmical cadence. It was as 
if some packers had been closing a case of dried fruit with 
easy dexterity. After that such sounds as reached me 
were deadened and strangely prolonged, as if the deal 
coffin had been changed into a huge musical-box. The 
last words spoken in the room of the Bue Dauphine — at 
least the last ones that I heard distinctly — were uttered by 
Madame Gabin. 
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< Mind the staircase/ she said ; < the banister of the 
second flight isn't safe, so be careful.' 

While I was being carried down, I experienced a sensa- 
tion similar to that of pitching, as when one is on board a 
ship in a rough sea. However, from that moment my im- 
pressions became more and more vague. I remember that 
the only distinct thought that still possessed me was an 
imbecile impulsive curiosity as to the road by which I 
should be taken to the cemetery. I was not acquainted 
with a single street of Paris, and I was ignorant of the 
position of the large burial grounds (though, of course, I 
had occasionally heard their names), and yet every effort 
of my mind was directed towards ascertaining whether we 
were turning to the right or to the left. Meanwhile, the 
jolting of the hearse, over the paving stones, the rumbling 
of passing vehicles, the steps of the foot-passengers, all 
created a confused clamour, intensified by the acoustical 
properties of the coffin. 

At first I followed our course pretty closely ; then came 
a halt. I was again lifted and carried about, and I con- 
cluded that we were in church; but when the funeral 
procession once more moved onwards, I lost all conscious- 
ness of the road we took. A ringing of bells informed me 
that we were passing another church, and then the softer 
and easier progress of the wheels indicated that we were 
skirting a garden or park. I was like a victim being taken 
to the gallows, awaiting in stupor a death-blow that never 
came* 

At last they stopped and pulled me out of the hearse. 
The business proceeded rapidly. The noises had ceased ; 
I knew that I was in a deserted space amid avenues of 
trees, and with the broad sky over my head. No doubt a 
few persons followed the bier, some of the inhabitants of 
the lodging-house perhaps — Simoneau and others, for 
instance — for faint whisperings reached my ear. Then I 
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heard a psalm chanted, and some Latin words mumbled 
by a priest, and afterwards I suddenly felt myself sinking, 
while the ropes rubbing against the edges of the coffin 
elicited lugubrious sounds as if a bow were being drawn 
across the strings of a cracked violoncello. It was the end. 
On the left side of my head I felt a violent shock like that 
produced by the bursting of a bomb ; with another under 
my feet, and a third more violent still on my chest. So 
forcible indeed was this last one that I thought the lid was 
cleft atwain. I fainted from it. 



IV 



It is impossible for me to say how long my swoon lasted. 
Eternity is not of longer duration than one second spent 
in nihiUty. I was no more. It was slowly and confusedly 
that I regained some degree of consciousness. I was still 
asleep, but I began to dream ; a nightmare started into 
shape amidst the blackness of my horizon; a night- 
mare compounded of a strange fancy which in other 
days had haunted my morbid imagination, whenever with 
my propensity for dwelling upon hideous thoughts I had 
conjured up catastrophes. 

Thus I dreamed that my wife was expecting me some- 
where — at Gu^rande, I beUeve — and that I was going to 
join her by rail. As we passed through a tunnel a deafen- 
ing roll thundered over our head, and a sudden subsidence 
blocked up both issues of the tunnel, leaving our train 
intact in the centre. We were walled up by blocks of rock 
in the heart of a mountain. Then a long and fearful 
agony commenced. No assistance could possibly reach us ; 
even with powerful engines and incessant labour it would 
take a month to clear the tunnel. We were prisoners 
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there with no outlet, and so our death was only a question 
of time. 

My &ncy had often dwelt on that hideous drama and 
had constantly varied the details and touches. My actors 
were men, women, and children ; their number increased 
to hundreds, and they were ever furnishing me with new 
incidents. There were some provisions in the train, but 
these were soon exhausted, and the hungry passengers, if 
they did not actually devour human flesh, at least fought 
furiously over the last piece of bread. Sometimes an aged 
man was driven back with blows and slowly perished ; a 
mother struggled like a she-wolf to keep three or four 
mouthfuls for her child. In my own compartment a bride 
and bridegroom were dying, clasped in each other's arms 
in mute despair. 

The line was free along the whole length of the train, 
and people came and went, prowling round the carriages 
like beasts of prey in search of carrion. All classes were 
mingled together. A millionaire, a high functionary, it 
was said, wept on a workman's shoulder. The lamps 
had been extinguished from the first, and the engine fire 
was nearly out. To pass firom one carriage to another it 
was necessary to grope about, and thus, too, one slowly 
reached the engine, recognisable by its enormous barrel, its 
cold motionless flanks, its useless strength, its grim silence 
in the overwhelming night. Nothing could be more 
appalling than this train entombed alive with its passengers 
perishing one by one. 

I gloated over the ghastliness of each detail ; howls re- 
sounded through the vault ; somebody, whom one could not 
see, whose vicinity was not even suspected, would suddenly 
drop upon another's shoulder. But what afiected me 
most of all was the cold and the want of air. I have 
never felt so chilled ; a mantel of snow seemed to enwrap me, 
heavy moisture rained upon my skull, I was gasping ; the 
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rooky vault appeared to crush my chest, the whole moun- 
tain was seemmgly weighing upon me. 

Suddenly a cry of deliverance sounded. For some time 
past we had fancied we could hear a dull sound, and we 
tried to hope that men were at work and that help was 
coming ; but it came not thus. One of the passengers, 
however, had discovered an air shaft in the tunnel, and 
crowding round we all saw this shaft, above which we 
could discern a blue patch about the size of a wafer. That 
blue patch filled us with rapture, for it was the sky. We 
stretched ourselves and stood on tip-toes to breathe more 
freely. Then we distinguished some black specks moving 
about, specks that must surely be workmen about to deliver 
us. A furious clamour arose. The cry, ' Saved ! saved ! ' 
burst from every mouth, while trembling arms were up- 
lifted towards the tiny azure patch above. 

That roar of voices aroused me. Where was I ? In 
the tunnel, of course. I was lying at full length, hard 
walls were pressing against my ribs. Then I attempted 
to rise and struck my head roughly. Was it the rock 
closing in on all sides ? The blue speck had vanished — 
ay, the sky had disappeared — and I was still suffocating, 
shivering, with chattering teeth. 

All at once I remembered. Intense horror raised my 
hair on end. I felt the hideous truth freeze me from head 
to foot like ice. I had shaken off the long coma which 
for so many hours had stricken me with corpse-like 
rigidity. Yes, I could move ; my hands could feel the 
boards of my coffin, my lips parted, words came to me, 
and instinctively I called out Marguerite's name. It was 
a scream I raised. In that deal box my voice took so 
hoarse and weird a sound that it terrified me. Oh, my 
God ! was this thing true ? I was able to walk, speak, cry 
out that I was living, and yet my voice could not be heard ; 
I was entombed under the earth. 



62 THE DEATH OF OLIVIER BACAILLE 

I made a desperate effort to remain calm and reflect. 
Was there no means of getting out? Then my dream 
began afresh in my troubled brain. The fanciful air-shaft, 
with the blue bit of sky overhead, was mingled with the 
real grave in which I was lying. I stared at the darkness 
with widely opened eyes ; perhaps I might discover a hole, 
a slit, a glimmer of light ; but only sparks of fire flitted 
through that night, with rays that broadened and then 
faded away. I was in a sombre abyss again. With 
returning lucidity I struggled against these fatal visions* 
Indeed, I should need all my reason if I meant to try to 
save myself. 

The most immediate peril lay in an increasing sense 
of suffocation. If I had been able to live so long without 
air, it was owing to suspended animation, which had 
changed all the normal conditions of my exiistence; but 
now that my heart beat and my lungs breathed, I should 
die asphyxiated if I did not promptly liberate myself. I 
also suffered from cold, and dreaded lest I should 
succumb to the mortal numbness of those who fall asleep 
in the snow never to wake again. Still, while unceasingly 
realising the necessity of remaining calm, I felt maddening 
blasts sweep through my brain ; and to quiet my senses I 
exhorted myself to patience, trying to remember the 
circumstances of my burial. Probably the ground had 
been bought for five years, and this would be against my 
chances of self-deliverance, for I remembered having 
noticed at Nantes that in the trenches of the common 
graves one end of the last lowered coffins protruded into 
the next open cavity, in which case I should only have had 
to break through one plank. But if I were in a separate 
hole, filled up above me with earth, the obstacles would 
prove too great. Had I not been told that the dead were 
buried six feet deep in Paris ? How was I to get through 
the enormous mass of soil above me ? Even if I succeeded 
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in sUtting the lid of my bier open, the mould would drift in 
like fine sand and fill my mouth and eyes. That would 
*be death again, a ghastly death, like drowning in mud. 

However, I began to feel the planks carefully. The 
coffin was roomy, and I found that I was able to move 
my arms with tolerable ease. On both sides the roughly 
planed boards were stout and resistive. I slipped my arm 
on to my chest to raise it over my head. There I discovered 
in the top plank a knot in the wood which yielded slightly 
at my pressure. Working laboriously I finally succeeded 
in driving out this knot, and on passing my finger through 
the hole I found that the earth above was wet and clayey. 
But that availed me little. I even regretted having removed 
the knot, vaguely dreading the irruption of the mould. A 
second experiment occupied me for a while. I tapped all 
over the coffin to ascertain if perchance there were any 
vacuum outside. But the sound was everywhere the same. 
At last, as I was slightly kicking the foot of the coffin, I 
fancied that it gave out a clearer echoing noise ; but that 
might merely be produced by the sonority of the wood. 

At any rate I began to press against the boards with my 
arms and my closed fists. In the same way too I used my 
knees, my back, and my feet without eliciting even a creak 
from the wood. I strained with all my strength ; indeed 
with so desperate an effort of my whole frame, that my 
bruised bones seemed breaking. But nothing moved and 
I became insane. 

Until that moment I had held delirium at bay. I had 
mastered the intoxicating rage which was mounting to my 
head like the fames of alcohol ; I had silenced my screams, 
for I feared that if I again cried out aloud I should be 
undone. But now I yelled, I shouted ; unearthly howls 
which I could not repress came from my relaxed throat. 
I called for help in a voice that I did not recognise, growing 
wilder with each fresh appeal, and crying out that I would 
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not die. I also tore at the wood with my nails ; I writhed 
with the contortions of a caged wolf. I do not know how 
long this fit of madness lasted, but I can still feel the 
relentless hardness of the box that imprisoned me ; I can 
still hear the storm of shrieks and sobs with which I filled 
it ; a remaining glimmer of reason made me try to stop, 
but I could not do so. 

Great exhaustion followed. I lay waiting for death in 
a state of somnolent pain. The co£5n was like stone, which 
no effort could break, and the conviction that I was power- 
less left me unnerved, without courage to make any fresh 
attempts. Another suffering — ^hunger — was presently 
added to cold and want of air. The torture soon became 
intolerable. With my finger I tried to pull small pinches 
of earth through the hole of the dislodged knot, and I 
swallowed them eagerly, only increasing my torment. 
Tempted by my flesh, I bit my arms and sucked my skin 
with a fiendish desire to drive my teeth in ; but I was afraid 
of drawing blood. 

Then I ardently longed for death. All my life long I 
had trembled at the thought of dissolution, but I had come 
to yearn for it, to crave for an everlasting night that could 
never be dark enough. How childish it had been of me to 
dread the long dreamless sleep, the eternity of silence and 
gloom ! Death was kind, for in suppressing life it put an 
end to suffering. Oh 1 to sleep like the stones, to be no 
more ! 

With groping hands I still continued feeling the wood, 
and suddenly I pricked my left thumb. That slight pain 
roused me from my growing numbness. What could have 
caused it ? I felt again, and found a nail — a nail which 
the undertaker's men had driven in crookedly and which 
had not caught in the lower wood. It was long and very 
sharp; the head |Was secured to the^lid, but it moved. 
Henceforth I had but one idea — to possess myself of that 
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nail ; and I slipped my right hand across my body and 
began to shake it. I made but tittle progress, however, it 
was a difficult job ; for my hands soon tired, and I had to 
use them alternately. The left one, too, was of little use, 
on account of the nail's awkward position. 

While I was obstinately persevering, a plan dawned on 
my mind. That nail meant salvation, and I must have it. 
But should I get it in time ? Hunger was torturing me, 
my brain was swimming, my limbs were losing their 
strength, my mind was becoming confused. I had sucked the 
drops that trickled from my punctured finger, and suddenly 
I bit my arm and drank my own blood ! Thereupon, 
spurred on by pain, revived by the tepid acrid liquor that 
moistened my lips, I tore desperately at the nail and at 
last I wrenched it off ! 

I then betieved in success. My plan was a simple one : 
I pushed the point of the nail into the lid, dragging it along 
as far as I could in a straight line, and working it so as to 
make a slit in the wood. My fingers stiffened, but I 
doggedly persevered, and when I fancied that I had suffi- 
ciently cut into the board I turned on my stomach, and 
lifting myself on my knees and elbows thrust the whole 
strength of my back against the lid. But although it 
creaked, it did not yield ; the notched line was not deep 
enough. I had to resume my old position — ^which I only 
managed to do with infinite trouble — and work afresh. At 
last, after another supreme effort, the lid was cleft from 
end to end. 

I was not saved as yet, but my heart beat with renewed 
hope. I had ceased pushing and remained motionless, lest 
a sudden fall of earth should bury me. I intended to use 
the lid as a screen, and thus protected to open a sort of 
shaft in the clayey soil. Unfortunately I was assailed by 
unexpected difficulties. Some heavy clods of earth weighed 
upon the boards and made them unmanageable : I foresaw 

F 
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that I should never reach the surface in that way, for the 
mass of soil was already bending my spine and crushing 
my face. 

Once more I stopped afiErighted ; then suddenly, while I 
was stretching out my legs trying to find somettiing firm 
against which I might rest my feet, I felt the end board of 
the coffin yielding. I at once gave a desperate kick with 
my heels, in the faint hope that there might be a freshly 
dug grave in that direction. 

It was so. My feet abruptly forced their way into space. 
An open grave was there ; I had only a slight partition of 
earth to displace, and soon I rolled into the cavity. I was 
saved 1 

I remained for a time lying on my back in the open 
grave, with my eyes raised to heaven. It was dark, the 
stars were shining in a sky of velvety blueness. Now and 
then the rising breeze wafted a spring-like freshness, a 
perfume of foliage upon me. I was saved ! I could breathe, 
I felt warm ; and I wept, and I stammered, with my arms 
prayerfully extended towards the starry sky. God 1 how 
sweet seemed life 1 



My first impulse was to find the custodian of the cemetery 
and ask him to have me conducted home, but various 
thoughts that came to me restrained me from following 
that course. My return would create general alarm ; why 
should I hurry now that I was master of the situation ? I 
felt my limbs ; I had only an insignificant wound on my 
left arm, where I had bitten myself ; and a slight feverish - 
ness lent me unhoped-for strength. I should no doubt be 
able to walk unaided. 

Still I lingered ; all sorts of dim visions confused my 
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mind. I had felt beside me in the open grave some 
sextons' tools which had been left there, and I conceived a 
sudden desire to repair the damage I had done, to close up 
the hole through which I had crept, so as to conceal all 
traces of my resurrection. I do not believe that I had finy 
positive motive in doing so. I only deemed it useless to 
proclaim my adventure aloud, feeling ashamed to find 
myself alive when the whole world thought me dead. In 
hiJf an hour every trace of my escape was obliterated, and 
then I climbed out of the hole. 

The night was splendid, and deep silence reigned in the 
cemetery ; the black trees threw motionless shadows over 
the white tombs. When I endeavoured to ascertain my 
bearings, I noticed that one half of the sky was ruddy as 
if lit up by a huge conflagration ; Paris lay in that direction, 
and I moved towards it, following a long avenue, amid the 
darkness of the branches. 

However, after I had gone some fifty yards I was com- 
pelled to stop, feeling faint and weary. I then sat down 
on a stone bench, and for the first time looked at myself. 
I was fully attired with the exception that I had no hat. 
I blessed my beloved Marguerite for the pious thought 
which had prompted her to dress me in my best clothes — 
those which I had worn at our wedding. That remem- 
brance of my wife brought me to my feet again. I longed 
to see her without delay. 

At the further end of the avenue I had taken, a wall 

arrested my progress. However, I climbed to the top of a 

monument, reached the summit of the wall, and then 

dropped over the other side. Although roughly shaken by 

the fall, I managed to walk for a few minutes along a 

broad deserted street skirting the cemetery. I had no 

notion as to where I might be, but with the reiteration of 

monomania I kept saying to myself that I was going 

towards Paris, and that I should find the Bue Dauphine 

r2 
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somehow or other. Several people passed me but, seized 
with sudden distrust, I would not stop them and ask my 
way. I have since realised that I was then in a burning 
fever, and already nearly deUrious. Finally, just as I 
reached a large thoroughfare, I became giddy and fell 
heavily upon the pavement. 

Here there is a blank in my life. For three whole 
weeks I remained unconscious. When I awoke at last I 
found myself in a strange room. A man who was nursing 
me told me quietly that he had picked me up one morning 
on the Boulevard Montpamasse, and had brought me to 
his house. He was an old doctor who had given up 
practising. 

When I attempted to thank him, he sharply answered 
that my case had seemed a curious one, and that he had 
wished to study it. Moreover, during the first few days 
of my convalescence he would not allow me to ask a single 
question ; and later on, he never put one to me. For 
eight days longer I remained in bed, feeling very weak, 
and not even trying to remember, for memory was a 
weariness and a pain. I felt half ashamed and half 
afraid. As soon as I could leave the house I would go and 
find out whatever I wanted to know. Possibly in the 
delirium of fever a name had escaped me ; however, the 
doctor never alluded to anything I may have said. His 
charity was not only generous, it was discreet. 

The summer had come at last, and one warm June 
morning I was at last permitted to take a short walk. 
The sun was shining with that joyous brightness which 
imparts renewed youth to the streets of old Paris. I went 
along slowly, questioning the passers-by at every crossing 
I came to, and asking the way to the Eue Dauphine. 
When I reached the street I had some difficulty in recog- 
nising the lodging-house where we had alighted on our 
arrival in the capital. A childish terror made me hesitate. 
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If I appeared suddenly before Marguerite, the shock 
might kill her. It might be wiser to begin by revealing 
myself to our neighbour, Madame Gabin ; still I shrank 
from taking a third party into confidence. I seemed 
unable to arrive at a resolution, and yet in my innermost 
heart I felt a great void, like that left by some sacrifice 
long since consummated. 

The building looked quite yellow in the sunshine. I had 
just recognised it by a shabby eating-house on the ground 
floor, where we had ordered our meals, having them sent 
up to us. Then I raised my eyes to the last window of the 
third floor on the left-hand side, and as I looked at it a 
young woman with tumbled hair, wearing a loose dressing- 
gown, appeared and leant her elbows on the sill. A young 
man followed and printed a kiss upon her neck. It was 
not Marguerite. Still I felt no surprise. It seemed to me 
that I had dreamt all this, with other things too, which I 
was to learn presently. 

For a moment I remained in the street, uncertain 
whether I had better go upstairs and question the lovers, 
who were still laughing in the sunshine. However, I 
decided to enter the little restaurant below. When I 
started on my walk, the old doctor had placed a five-franc 
piece in my hand. No doubt I was changed beyond 
recognition, for my beard had grown during the brain 
fever, and my face was wrinkled and haggard. As I took 
a seat at a small table, I saw Madame Gabin come in 
carrying a cup ; she wished to buy a penny-worth of cofifee. 
Standing in front of the counter, she began to gossip with 
the landlady of the establishment. 

' Well,' asked the latter, ' so the poor little woman of 
the third floor has made up her mind at last, eh ? ' 

' How could she help herself ? ' answered Madame Gabin 
'it was the very best thing for her to do. Monsieur 
Simoneau showed her so much kindness. You see, he had 
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finished his business in Paris to his satisfacidon, for he has 
inherited a pot of money. Well, he offered to take her 
away with him to his own part of the country, and place 
her with an aunt of his, who wants a housekeeper and 
companion.' 

The landlady laughed archly. I buried my fjace in a 
newspaper which I picked off the table. My lips were 
white and my hands shook. 

' It will end in a marriage of course,' resumed Madame 
Gabin. ' The little widow mourned for her husband very 
properly, and the young man was extremely well-behaved. 
Well, they lefb last night — and after all they were free to 
please themselves.' 

Just then the side door of the restaurant communi- 
cating with the passage of the house opened, and J>iAk 
appeared. 

' Mother, ain't you coming ? ' she cried. ' I'm waiting, 
you know ; do be quick.' 

' Presently,' said the mother testily. ' Don't bother.' 

The girl stood listening to the two women, with the 
precocious shrewdness of a child bom and reared amid the 
streets of Paris. 

' When all is said and done,' explained Madame Gabin, 
' the dear departed did not come up to Monsieur Simoneau. 
I didn't fancy him over much ; he was a puny sort of a 
man, a poor fretful fellow — and he hadn't a penny to bless 
himself with. No, candidly, he wasn't the kind of husband 
for a young and healthy wife, whereas Monsieur Simoneau 
is rich, you know, and as strong as a Turk.' 

' Oh yes ! ' interrupted D6d6, ' I saw him once when 
he was washing — his door was qpen. His arms are so 
hairy! ' 

' Get along with you,' screamed the old woman, shoving 
the girl out of the restaurant. ' You are always poking 
your nose where it has no business to be.' 
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Then she concluded with these words : ' Look here, 
to my mind the other one did quite right to take himself 
off. It was fine luck for the little woman 1 ' 

When I found myself in the street again, I walked 
along slowly with trembling limbs. And yet I was not 
suffering much ; I think I smiled once at my shadow in 
the sun. It was quite true. I was very puny. It had 
been a queer notion of mine to marry Marguerite. I re- 
called her weariness at Gu6rande, her impatience, her dull, 
monotonous life. The dear creature had been very good 
to me, but I had never been a real lover ; she had mourned 
for me as a sister for her brother, not otherwise. Why 
should I again disturb her life? A dead man is not 
jealous. 

When I lifted my eyelids I saw the garden of the 
Luxembourg before me. I entered it, and took a seat 
in the sun, dreaming with a sense of infinite restfulness. 
The thought of Marguerite stirred me softly. I pictured 
her in the provinces beloved, petted, and very happy. She 
had grown handsomer, and she was the mother of three 
boys and two girls. It was all right. I had behaved like 
an honest man in dying, and I would not commit the cruel 
folly of coming to life again. 

Since then I have travelled a good deal. I have been a 
little bit everywhere. I am an ordinary man who has toiled 
and eaten like anybody else. Death no longer frightens 
me, but it does not seem to care for me now that I have 
no motive in living ; and I sometimes fear that I have 
been forgotten upon earth. 
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OvEB yonder at Noumea, when Jacques Damour gazed at 
the blank horizon of the sea, he sometimes fancied he saw 
passing over it all his past history — ^the miseries of the 
Qerman siege, the wrath of the Oommune, the disruption 
which had cast him so far, bruised and stunned. It was 
not a clear vision of memories over which he lingered 
tenderly; his was the dull brooding of a darkened intellect 
returning mechanically to certain facts which alone 
started out sharp and precise from amidst general ruin. 

At twenty-seven years of age Jacques had married 
F^licie, a tall, handsome girl of eighteen, the niece of a 
fruiterer at La Villette, of whom he had hired a room. 
Jacques was an engraver on metals, and at times earned 
as much as twelve francs a day. His wife had tried dress- 
making, but a baby having come, it was as much as she 
could do to nurse her boy and look after her household. 
Eugene was a strong, healthy little fellow, but nine years 
later a girl was bom, who for a long time remained so 
puny and sickly that she cost a great deal in doctors and 
physic. Still they were not unhappy. Damour, it is true, 
would now and then loaf about on a Monday, but when he 
had been drinking he had the good sense to go to bed, and 
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on the following morning he would return to his work, 
blaming himself severely as a ne'er-do-well. When 
Eugene was twelve years old he had learned enough of 
his father's calling to earn his living, although he could 
barely read or write. F^licie kept her rooms scrupulously 
clean ; she became a thrifty and clever housewife, some- 
what of a screw, the father would say, giving them more 
vegetables than meat, so as to put by something for a 
rainy day. They lived at Menilmontant, in the Bue des 
Envierges, occupying a set of three rooms, one for the 
father and mother, one for Eugene, and a sitting-room, 
where the vice, benches, and tools were kept ; they also 
had a kitchen, and a small closet for Louise. The flat 
was reached by a yard, and was situated in a rear building, 
but they had plenty of air, as the windows overlooked an 
open stretch of waste ground, where from morning till 
night carts came and emptied bricks, stones, and old 
boards, the refuse of demolished houses. 

When war broke out with Germany the Damours had 
been living for ten years in the Bue des Envierges. 
F^licie was now nearly forty, but she was still young- 
looking and plump; indeed, the roundness of her hips 
and shoulders made her the handsomest woman in the 
neighbourhood. Jacques, on the contrary, was, as it 
were, desiccated, and the eight years' difference in age 
between them made him already look an old man beside 
his wife. Louise, although no longer in danger, was still 
thin and delicate, resembling her father, while Eugene, 
then nineteen years old, had his mother's tall figure and 
broad back. They lived in perfect union, save for those 
unfortunate Mondays, when father and son lingered in 
the wine shops, and F61icie sulked, furious at the misspent 
money. Two or three times they even came to blows, 
but it did not amount to much, and on the whole there 
was not a more respectable or more imited fEunily in the 
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house. They were quoted as a bright example. When 
the Germans marched upon Paris, and the terrible stoppage 
of work began, they had over a thousand francs in the 
savings bank. This was a large sum for a working couple 
who had reared two children. 

Thus the first months of the siege were not very hard 
to bear. In the parlour, where the tools lay idle, bread 
and meat still appeared upon the table. Touched also by 
the penury of a neighbour, a stalwart house-painter called 
Berru, who was starving, Damour asked him to share 
their dinner several times, and soon, indeed, the neigh- 
bour dropped in regularly at all the meals. He was a 
larky fellow, full of chaff and fun, and contrived to get 
round F61icie, who at first had looked angrily and dis- 
trustfully at his big hungry mouth, in which the largest 
and best morsels vanished. At night they played cards 
and abused the Prussians. Berru, who was a patriot, 
talked of digging tunnels, subterranean passages through 
the country abutting under the enemy's batteries at 
Oh&tillon and Montretout, and then blowing them all up. 
He denounced the Government as a pack of cowards, who 
would throw open the gates of Paris to Bismarck in view 
of placing Henri V. — ^the Count de Ohambord — on the 
throne. The Bepublic as managed by those traitors made 
him shrug his shoulders. Ah, the Bepublic 1 Then, with 
both elbows on the table and his short pipe in his mouth, 
he explained to Damour his own ideas of what a Govern- 
ment ought to be — all brothers — all free — all rich — justice 
and equality reigning everywhere amid high and low. 

' Like *98 ! ' he added squarely, not knowing, however, 
what he meant. 

Damour remained grave. He, too, was a Bepublican, 
for from his cradle he had heard it asserted that the 
Bepublic would one day bring about the triumph of the 
working classes and universal bliss ; however, he had no 
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real notion of the manner in which it was all to happen. 
He listened attentively to Berm, finding his reasoning 
exceedingly good, and admitting that such a Bepublic as 
he expected would no doubt come some day. He became 
interested, and even excited in the controversy, firmly 
believing that if all the Parisians, men, women, and 
children, had marched to Versailles singing the Marseil- 
laise, the Prussians would have been routed. Yes, the 
Parisians would have shaken hands with the provinces, and 
the Government of the people, which was bound to give 
every citizen an income, would have been established. 

* Beware ! ' said F^licie, with secret misgivings ; * your 
Berru will lead you into mischief. Feed him, if you want 
to do so, but let him go and get his skull cracked without 
your help.' 

She, too, wanted the Republic. In '48 her father had 
been killed on a barricade, but the memory of that death, 
instead of maddening her, made her reasonable. If she 
had been the mob, she knew how she would have com- 
pelled the Government to be just — she would have behaved 
irreproachably. Berru's speeches caused her as much in- 
dignation as alarm ; she found them deficient in honesty. 
She also noticed uneasily that Damour was changed; 
that he assumed a manner and used words she did not 
like ; and she became still more anxious when she re- 
marked the sombre ardent looks with which her son 
Eugene listened to Berru. At night time, when Louise 
had fallen asleep with her head on the table, the young 
man, after slowly sipping a little glass of brandy, would 
fold his arms and mutely fix his eyes on the painter, who 
daily returned from his rambles through Paris with some 
extraordinary tale of treachery — Bonapartists had signalled 
to the Germans from Montmartre, or sacks of flour and 
barrels of powder had been cast into the Seine, so that the 
city might be forced to surrender. 
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' What nonsense ! ' said F^licie to her son as soon as 
Berru had made up his mind to leave them ; ' don't 
put such stuff into your head, my boy ; you know he 
lies.' 

'I know what I know/ answered Eugene, with a 
furious gesture. 

Towards the middle of December the Damours had got 
to the end of their savings, but as it was hourly pro- 
claimed that the Germans had been defeated in the pro- 
vinces, or that a victorious sortie had at last liberated 
Paris, the little household was at first not much alarmed, 
being upheld by the daily hope that work would soon 
begin again. F^licie accomplished miracles of thrift, and 
they lived as best they could on the black siege bread, 
which little Louise alone could not digest. It was about 
this time that Damour and Eugene became distracted, or, 
as the mother said, completely lost their heads. Having 
nothing to do from morning till night, with all their habits 
altered, they spent their days in a wearied, troubled idle- 
ness, haunted by dreams ftdl of grotesque and sanguinary 
visions. They had both enlisted in a marching battalion, 
which, like many others, never left the fortifications, re- 
maining quartered at a spot, where the men spent their 
time playing cards. It was there that Damour, suffering 
from hunger, his heart rent by the thought of his family's 
misery, listened to the reports bandied about on all sides, 
and acquired the conviction that the Government was 
determined to exterminate the people and do away with 
the Bepublio. Berru was right ; everyone knew that 
Henri V. was at St. Germain, in a house over which the 
white flag was flying. But all this could not last much 
longer. Some fine morning they would go and shoot the 
vermin that starved the working classes and allowed them 
to be bombarded— just to make room for priests and 
nobles. When Damour and Eugene came home, fevered 
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by the insane delirium of the streets, they talked of 
nothing but wholesale butchery ; while F^lioie, pale and 
dumb, tended little Louise, who had fallen ill again 
affected by the bad diet. 

At last the siege ended, the armistice was signed, and 
one day the Germans trooped along the Champs -Elys6es. 
In the Bue des Envierges they again ate white bread 
which F^lioie had gone to buy at St. Denis ; still, the 
dinner proved dreary. Eugene, who had been to look at 
the Germans, was giving some particulars, when Damour, 
waving his fork, shouted out furiously that all the generals 
ought to be guillotined. F61icie thereupon got angry and 
took his fork away. The following days, as the workshops 
did not open, Damour decided to begin work on his own 
account ; he had a few articles on hand, among others, a 
pair of candlesticks, which he meant to finish carefully 
and try to sell. At the end of an hour, however, Eugene, 
who felt unable to remain quiet, threw down his tools. 
As for Berru, he had disappeared since the aonnistice, 
having no doubt found more liberal board elsewhere. 
One morning, however, he returned in a state of great 
excitement, and related the story of the cannon of Mont- 
martre.* Barricades were being erected on all sides, said 
he, the triumph of the people was at hand, and he had 
come to fetch Damour, as all good citizens were wanted. 
Damour at once rose &om his bench, utterly disregarding 
the anxious, troubled looks of F61icie. 

The days of March, April, and May followed. When 
Damour was worn out with fatigue, and his wife implored 

' These were guns which belonged to the armament of Paris, and 
should rightly have been given up to the Germans after the capitula- 
tion. But various disaffected battalions of the National Guard 
retained possession of them, and when the (Government endeavoured 
to secure them, an outbreak occurred, leading finally to the estab* 
lishment of the Commune of Paris. — Ed, 
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him to stop at home, he answered : 'And my thirty sous ?^ 
Who would give us bread ? ' 

F^licie silently bowed her head. The thirty sous of 
the father and the thirty sous of the son, occasionally 
supplemented by distributions of bread and salted meat, 
were all they had to live upon. Damour was convinced 
of the righteousness of his cause, and he fired on the 
Versailles troops as he would have fired on the Prus- 
sians, persuaded that he was saving the Republic and 
assuring the welfare of the people. After the misery and 
the fatigues of the German siege, the commotion of civil 
war gave him a sensation of nightmare amid which he 
struggled, like an obscure hero who was resolved to die 
for the defence of Liberty. He did not enter into any of 
the complex theories about the Commune ; in his eyes the 
Commune was simply the prophesied golden era, the dawn 
of universal felicity ; and he believed with even greater 
obstinacy that somewhere, at St. Germain or Versailles, 
there was a king ready to revive the Inquisition and feudal 
privileges, provided he were permitted to enter Paris. He, 
who would not willingly have crushed an insect at home, 
picked off the gendarmes at the outposts without the 
slightest hesitation. When he returned to Menilmontant 
exhausted, grimy with sweat and powder, he sat for hours 
by the side of little Louise's cot, listening to her laboured 
breathing. F^licie no longer attempted to oppose him, 
but waited for the end of the cataclysm with the calm 
shrewdness of her practical mind. 

One day, however, she ventured to remark that that 
big, hulking Berru who bragged so loudly had not been 
such a simpleton as to put himself within gun-shot. He 
had been shrewd enough to get a post in the commissariat, 
which did not prevent him, whenever he came in his 

> His daily pay of a frano and a half as a National Guard. — Ed, 
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belaced uniform, from exciting Damour with fanatical 
speeches, talking freely of shooting the Ministers, the 
members of the Legislature, in fekct, all the Reactionaries, 
as soon as they should be captured at Versailles. 

' Why doesn't he go himself, instead of sending 
others ? ' argued F61icie, after some such speech. 

' Hold your tongue,' answered Damour. ' I am doing 
my duty ; so much the worse for those who don't do theirs.' 

One morning, towards the close of April, Eugene was 
brought back to the Bue des Envierges on a stretcher. A 
bullet had struck him in the chest, and he expired as they 
were carrying him up the stairs. When Damour came 
home at night he found F^licie standing in silence by the 
corpse of their son. It was a terrible blow for him ; he 
sank to the floor, and remained there sobbing, huddled 
against the wall. His wife did not attempt to comfort 
him, she never spoke, for she had nothing to say ; still, if 
she had opened her lips involuntarily, she would have 
cried, ^ It is your doing 1 ' She had closed the door of 
Louise's closet, so that the noise should not frighten the 
child. Even now she went to see if the father's sobs had 
not wakened Louise. When Damour rose up he walked 
to the mantel-piece, and gazed at a photograph of Eugdne, 
representing the young man in his uniform of the National 
Guard. Then he took a pen and wrote at the back of the 
portrait, ' I will avenge you ! ' adding the date and his 
signature. After that he felt relieved. The next day a 
hearse draped with large red flags conveyed the body to 
the Pere Lachaise Cemetery, followed by an enormous 
crowd. The father walked bare-headed behind the coffin, 
and tlie sight of the flags, of their bloody purple adorning 
the black bier, swelled his heart with wild, sinister thoughts. 
F^licie had remained at home with Louise. That same 
evening Damour returned to the outposts to pick off some 
more gendarmes. 
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At last the days of May began. The army of Ver- 
sailles entered Paris. Damour did not come home for two 
days, but fell back with his battalion, defending the 
barricades amid the conflagration. He knew nothing of 
what went on, but fired through the smoke because it was 
his duty to do so. On the morning of the third day he 
reappeared in the Bue des Envierges ; his clothes were in 
rags, and he staggered and seemed stupefied like a drunken 
man. F^licie was helping him to undress, and washing 
his hands with a wet towel, when a neighbour rushed in 
saying that the Gommunists still held Pdre Lachaise 
Cemetery, and that the Yersaillais were unable to dislodge 
them. 

' I'll go there, then,' said Damour simply. 

He again dressed and caught up his gun. But the 
last defenders of the Oommune were not on the pla- 
teau, near the spot where Eugene slept. Damour had 
vaguely hoped to get killed on his son's grave, but he did 
not get so far. Bombs were falling, splintering the big 
tombs. Between the beeches, hidden by the marble 
whitening in the sun, a few National Guardsmen were still 
firing in a desultory fashion on the soldiers, whose red 
trousers were seen advancing. Damour joined his con- 
federates just in time to be captured. Thhrty-seven of his 
companions were shot at once ; ^ he himself escaping this 
summary justice almost by a miracle. As his wife had 
washed his hands and his gun was not loaded, his life was 
spared ; but in the stupor of his exhaustion and horror he 
never quite remembered the events that followed, they 
hovered about in his memory like the perplexing dreams 
of delirium : long hours passed in dark cells, dreary 
marches under the sun, yells, blows, staring crowds open- 

* Historical. As is well known, it was General de Galliffel who 
gave the order. - Ed, 
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ing to see him pass. . . . When he at last shook off his 
crazy imbecility he was a prisoner at Versailles. 

F61icie, always pale and calm, came to see him ; but 
when she had told him that Louise was better, they 
remained speechless, having nobbing more to say. As 
she was going away she informed him, by way of en- 
couragement, that his case was being investigated, and 
that he would surely come out safe. 

< And Berru ? ' he asked. 

< Oh ! Berm is all right,' she answered. < He got away 
on the day before the troops entered Paris ; they won't 
even trouble him.' 

A month later Damour started for New Caledonia ; he 
had been condemned to transportation. As he held no rank, 
the court-martial before which he appeared would probably 
have acquitted him, had he not quietly admitted that he had 
fought and fired from the beginning of the insurrection. 
During their last interview he said to F^licie : ' I shall 
come back. Wait for me with the httle one.' 

And these were the words that Damour heard most 
clearly amid the confusion of his memory, as he sat with 
drooping head, before the blank horizon of the sea. At 
times night fell and found him still in the same spot. Afar 
a brighter line lingered hke the furrow of a ship cutting 
athwart the increasing darkness, and it seemed to him as 
if he must rise and walk on that white road, since he had 
promised to return. 

n 

At Noumea Damour behaved feirly well. He found work, 
and was told that he might expect a pardon. He was 
gentle and fond of playing with children ; he no longer 
meddled with politics ; he kept aloof from his companions, 
living quite alone. His only fiEuling was that he drank 
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occasionally ; still, even in his cups he remained quiet and 
good-natured, shedding copious tears and retiring to bed 
of his own accord. His pardon appeared certain, when 
suddenly he disappeared. The surprise was great when it 
was found that he had run away with four of his com- 
rades. During his two years of exile he had received 
several letters from F6licie, regularly at first, but less 
frequently later on. He himself wrote often. At last, 
three months having elapsed without bringing him any 
news, he grew desperate at the thought of waiting for a 
pardon that might be delayed for two years longer, and in 
one of those moments of frenzy which are so bitterly rued 
afterwards he risked everything. A week later, some 
leagues off, a shattered boat was found on the shore, and 
near it were the bodies of three of the fugitives — quite 
naked and in an advanced state of decomposition. Some 
witnesses declared that one of the corpses was Damour's ; 
it was of the same stature, and the beard looked like his. 
After a hasty inquiry the necessary formalities were 
carried out : a certificate of death was drawn up, and at 
the request of the widow who had been duly informed by 
the authorities, a duplicate was sent to her. The whole 
press teemed with this adventure, and a dramatic account 
of the escape and its tragic ending circulated through the 
newspapers of the whole world. 

Nevertheless Damour was alive. One of his fellow- 
prisoners had been mistaken for him— a circumstance 
which was all the more singular as the two men were not 
in the least like one another ; only each wore a long 
beard. Damour and the fourth man, who also had 
miraculously survived, parted company as soon as they 
reached Australia. They never met again, and probably 
the other poor devil died of yellow fever, which very 
nearly carried off Damour himself His first intention 
had been to inform F^licie of his whereabouts by letter, 
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but, having come across a newspaper narrating his escape 
and death, he thought to himself that it would be imprudent 
to write ; a letter might be intercepted — read, and then 
the truth revealed. Would it not be better to remain 
dead to the world ? Nobody would then suspect him, and 
he might quietly return to France and wait for an amnesty 
before confessing his identity. It was just then that a 
severe attack of yellow fever prostrated him for many 
weeks on a hospital bed. 

When Damour became convalescent he experienced 
unconquerable lassitude ; for many months he remained 
very weak and absolutely purposeless. The fever had 
seemingly swept all his old desires away; he cared for 
nothing, he wanted nothing; the images of F6hcie and 
Louise were blurred; he still saw them, but at a great 
distance, in a fog, as it were, and at times he hardly recog- 
nised them. Certainly, as soon as his strength returned 
he meant to start and seek them, but suddenly, when he 
found himself once more on his legs, another idea possessed 
him. Before joining his wife and daughter he would 
make a fortune. What could he do in Paris? Starve 
over his engraving work, and he might not even find any 
to do; besides, he felt dreadfully aged. On the other 
hand, if he went to America, he might, in a few months, 
gain a hundred thousand francs; a modest sum with 
which he would rest content, notwithstanding the prodigious 
tales of millions which were constantly buzzing in his 
ears. He had been told of a gold mine where every man, 
even the humblest navvy, had been able to drive a coach 
and pair before six months had passed. He arranged his 
future life : he would go back to France with his little pile, 
buy a small house near Yincennes, and, forgotten, happy, 
and well rid of politics, settle down there on an income of 
four or five thousand francs with F6Ucie and Louise. 
Four weeks later Damour was in America. 

a2 
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Then began aoi up-and-down existence, in which 
chance whirled him at haphazard into a turmoil of 
adventures at once vulgar and strange ; he knew every 
kind of misery, touched every kind of fortune; three 
times he thought he had grasped his hundred thousand 
francs, three times they melted in his fingers ; he was 
robbed, or he ruined himself in the last supreme effort. 
He suffered, toiled, and at last remained without a shirt to 
his back. After wandering to the four comers of the 
world, fate finally threw him on EngUsh soil ; thence he 
drifted to Belgium, to the very firontier of France, but he 
no longer wished to cross it. From America he had 
written to F^licie, but, as three letters had elicited no answer, 
he felt justified in thinking that she was either dead or 
had left Paris. A year later he had made another fruitless 
attempt to get some news of her. In order not to betray 
himself, if his correspondence were opened, he had written 
under an assumed name about some fictitious business, 
calculating that F^licie would recognise his handwriting, 
and understand. Her continued silence paralysed his 
memory, as it were; he felt dead, as if he belonged to 
nobody, as if nothing mattered any more. During the year 
that he spent in Belgium he worked in a coal mine, under- 
ground, without seeing the sun, just sleeping and eating, and 
wishing for naught else. At last, one evening in a pot- 
house he heard some one say that an amnesty had just 
been voted, and that all the exiled Communists were 
returning home. This roused him ; he felt a sudden 
thrill, a desire to look once more upon the street where he 
had lived so long. 

At first it was merely an instinctive impulse ; but while 
he was in the train carrying him to Paris his brain 
worked, and he realised that he might once again resume 
his place in the broad daylight, if he could only succeed in 
finding F^licie and Louise. New hopes dawned in his 
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heart ; he was freey be could boldly search for them, and 
he began to think that he would find them seated quietly 
in the parlour in the Bue des Envierges, with the cloth 
laid and waiting for him. Their silence would be easily 
explained by some simple mishap. Then he would report 
himself at the municipal offices, and the happy home life 
would recommence as of yore. 

When he alighted at the Northern Terminus in Paris 
the station was filled with a boisterous crowd. As soon as 
the travellers appeared, loud acclamations arose, wild 
enthusiasm prevailed, hats were waved, and names shouted. 
Damour felt frightened; he could not understand — he 
£EUicied that all these people had assembled to hoot him. 
But presently he caught the name so noisily cheered ; it 
belonged to a member of the Commune who had been with 
him in the train ; an illustrious exile, who was greeted by 
the crowd with riotous ovations. Damour saw him pass, 
looking very much stouter, with moist eyes, smiling, and 
feeling flattered by his reception. When the hero had got 
into a cab there was a rush to take out the horses ; then 
the mob swayed, and finally the human billows dashed 
into the Bue Lafayette, the cab slowly rolling along like a 
triumphal car above a sea of heads. Damour, hurried, 
hustled, and crushed, experienced great difficulty in reach- 
ing the outer boulevards. Nobody noticed him. All his 
sufferings, Versailles, the voyage, Noumea, rose up in his 
throat with a bitter nauseous taste. 

When he found himself on the outer boulevards he was 
strangely affected. He forgot his trials, for it seemed to him 
that he had just taken back some finished work and was 
quietly returning to his home in the Bue des Envierges. 
Ten years of his life, so full of trouble and perplexity, were 
now closing behind him. And yet he felt a certain 
wondering strangeness in thus reverting to former habits. 
Surely the boulevards were wider ; and he stopped to read 
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some new insoriptions, surprised at finding them there. 
Truth to tell, he did not experience any frank delight in 
setting foot again on that muoh-regretted ground; the 
sensation that came to him was half of tenderness musical 
with old refrains and half of covert apprehension : the 
uneasiness that one feels in presence of the unknown, 
and this although the scene before him was a familiar one. 
His disquietude increased as he neared the Bue des 
Envierges ; his courage wavered, and he felt half -inclined 
to go no farther, as if indeed he dreaded some impending 
catastrophe. Why had he returned? What was he to 
do? 

When he at last found himself in the Bue des Envierges, 
he halted before the house three times without entering it. 
The pork-butcher's shop, formerly just opposite, had dis- 
appeared, being replaced by a greengrocer's ; the woman 
standing at the door seemed so buxom, and so thoroughly 
at home, that he did not venture to address her as had 
been his first intention. He preferred to get it all over, 
and walk boldly to the house-porter's den. How often he 
had turned to the left at the end of the passage and knocked 
at the little window-pane ! 

' Madame Damour, if you please,' he stammered. 

' Don't know her. There's no one of that name in the 
house.' 

He stood transfixed. Instead of the door-keeper of his 
time, who had been extremely stout, he had before him a 
cross, dried-up little woman who surveyed him distrust- 
fully. 

' Madame Damour,' he resumed ; < lived at the back — 
ten years ago.' 

' Ten years ! ' screamed the woman. ' Well, plenty of 
water has passed under the bridges since then. We only 
came here last January.' 

' Maybe Madame Damour has left her address ? ' 
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< No ; don*t know her.' And then, as he insisted, she 
got angry and threatened to call her husband. ' Haven't 
you soon done prying and spying ? ' she said. ' There are 
lots of people who sneak in here, anyhow ' 

Damour coloured and went away stammering apo- 
logies. He was ashamed of his frayed trousers and his 
soiled old blouse. He went off along the foot pavement 
with hanging head, but he soon retraced his steps as if he 
could not make up his mind to depart ; it was like taking 
an eternal farewell that tore his heart. He lifted his eyes, 
looked at the windows and examined the shops, trying to 
reconnoitre the surroundings. In those houses, divided 
into petty lodgings amongst which evictions rain like hail, 
ten years had sufficed to change nearly all the tenants ; 
and besides, from a vague sense of prudence not unmixed 
with shame and terror, he did not wish to be recognised. 
As he went down the street again, he at last came across 
some people he had known : the tobacconist, a grocer, a 
laundress, the baker's wife, with whom he had once dealt. 
For another fifteen minutes he wavered, passing before 
the shops, uncertain which to enter, while perspiration 
came to his forehead from the pain of bis inward struggles. 
With failing heart he finally decided in favour of the 
baker's wife, a sleepy kind of woman, who looked as white 
as if she slept in her own flour-bags. She gazed at him 
without leaving her counter, and she evidently did not 
know him, with his tanned skin, his bald head scorched 
by the burning suns, and his long rough beard covering 
half his fieice. Emboldened by her manner, he asked 
for a halfpenny roll, paid for it, and then ventured to 
ask : 

'Haven't you among your customers, madame, a 
woman and a little girl — Madame Damour ? ' 

The baker's wife pondered a while, and then in her 
slumberous way answered, ' Well, yes ; once upon a time. 
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possibly.' But that's very long ago. I don't remember ; 
so many people come and go.' 

He had to rest satisfied with that answer and go off. 
During the following days he came to the neighbourhood 
again and questioned other tradespeople with less timidity ; 
but he always found the same careless indifference, the 
same oblivion, together with contradictory statements that 
confused him. All things considered, it seemed positive 
that F^licie had left the neighbourhood some two years 
after his own departure for Noumea, and just about the 
time of his escape. Nobody knew her address ; some 
asserted that she had gone to the Gros Caillou, others that 
she was at Bercy, while, as for little Louise, she was not even 
remembered. It was a hopeless case. Damour sat down 
one evening on a bench on the outer boulevard, and wept 
as he decided to give up his search. What was he to do ? 
Paris seemed empty now, and the Uttle money that he had 
brought with him was nearly all spent. Once he thought 
of returning to Belgium and the coal mine, where it was 
so dark, and where, remembering nothing, he had lived the 
vacuous happy life of a dumb brute amidst the slumbering 
earth. However, he stayed on, miserable and starving, 
unable to procure work, for he was repulsed everywhere, 
being judged too old. He was only fifty-five, but the 
decrepitude brought about by ten long years of suffering 
made him look five-and- seventy. He prowled about like a 
wolf, roaming over the building-yards of the monuments 
fired by the Commune, and now in course of re-erection, 
begging for such jobs as are usually given to children and 
cripples. A stone-mason employed at the Hotel de Yille 
works at last promised to procure him the keeping of the 
tools there, but the promise was slow of fulfilment, and 
Damour was hungry. 

One day he stood on the bridge of Notre Dame looking 
at the water with the dizziness of those unfortunates who 
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are fascinated by the idea of snioide. But by a meehanioal 
instinct of self-preservation he suddenly loosened his hold 
of the railings, and threw himself back so violently that he 
nearly knocked down a passer-by, a tall man in a white 
blouse, who began to abuse him. 

* You brute I ' 

But Damour had paused aghast, his eyes riveted on the 
tall fellow. 

' Berru ! ' he stammered at last. 

It was indeed Berru — Berru, altered no doubt but to 
his advantage, for he had a blooming face and looked 
younger than ever. Damour had frequently thought of 
him since his return, but then where was he to find the 
old comrade who had been wont to flit every fortnight ? 
The painter opened his eyes wide, and even remained 
incredulous, when Damour in faltering accents revealed 
his name. 

' Impossible ! What a cracker ! ' 

However, he recognised him at last, and his noisy 
ejaculations began to attract a crowd around them. 

< But you were dead ! The deuce, if I expected this ! ' 
said he. * It ain't fair to play such tricks. Come, come, 
is it quite true that you are alive ? ' 

Thereupon Damour, lowering his own voice, begged 
Berru to be silent. The painter, who thought the whole 
thing a capital joke, took his arm and led him off to a wine- 
shop in the Bue St. Martin, plying him with questions and 
wishing to know all the particulars. 

* Presently,' said Damour, as soon as they were seated 
at a small table in a private room. ' But, first of all, 
where is my wife ? * 

Berru looked at him in amazement. 

* What do you mean — your wife ? ' 

* Yes. Where is she ? Do you know her address ? * 
The painter's stupefaction increased, and he answered 
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Blowly, 'Certainly — I know her address. But you — 
don't you know the story ? * 

* No — what story ? * 

' Ah, there's a go 1 ' burst out Berru. ' A rum go it is, 
sure enough I So you know nothing, eh? Why, your 
wife is married again, old man.' 

Damour, who had just lifted his glass to drink, replaced 
it on the table ; he trembled so violently that the wine 
trickled between his fingers, which he wiped upon his 
blouse while he repeated in a dull, toneless voice, ' What 
do you say ? married again ? married ? Are you 
sure ? ' 

' Positive. You were dead, and she married again ; 
there's nothing strange in that 1 Only it's deucedly queer, 
now that you have come to life again 1 ' 

Then while the poor fellow sat there, pale and with 
tremulous Ups, the painter spared him no details. F^licie 
was perfectly happy. She had married a butcher in the 
Bue des Moines at BatignoUes, a widower whose business 
she managed with a high hand and level head. Sagnard — 
the husband's name was Sagnard — was a stout, florid man 
of sixty, extremely well preserved for his age. The shop — a 
comer one at the angle of the Bue Nollet — ^was one of the 
best patronised in the district ; it had tall iron railings 
painted red, and on either side of the signboard there were 
two large gilded ox-heads. 

' And now what do you intend doing ? ' asked Berru 
after each explanation. 

The poor wretch, dazzled by the description of the fine 
shop, answered by vaguely wagging his head — ^he could 
not tell. 

' And Louise ? ' he asked abruptly. 

' The little one ? Ah ! I don't know ! They have 
probably sent her somewhere to get rid of her, for 
I have never seen her with them. That's it. Well, 
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they might anyhow return you the child, as they don't 
want her. Only, what will you do with a big girl of 
twenty — for you don't look as if you were in clover, eh ? 
No offence, old man, but anyone passing you in the street 
would chuck you a copper.' 

Damour's head drooped, his throat tightened, sbnd he 
felt unable to speak a word. Berru ordered a second bottle 
of wine and began to comfort him. 

' The deuce ! ' he cried. ' As you are alive let us be jolly. 
It ain't a desperate case — things will mend. What do you 
propose doing ? ' 

Then the two men plunged into an interminable discus- 
sion, in which the same arguments were incessantly repeated. 
The painter had omitted to mention that immediately after 
the convict's departure he had attempted to make love to 
F^licie, and that he harboured a secret grudge against the 
butcher Sagnard, whom she had preferred to himself, 
probably because he was well off. After Berru had ordered 
a third bottle he became excited. 

' If I were you,' he said aggressively, ' I'd look them up : 
square myself in the place and keep Sagnard out if he 
annoyed me. You are the master ; aftier aU the law's on 
your side.' 

By degrees Damour, flushed with wine, felt a glow rise 
to his white cheeks ; he loudly declared that he certainly 
would do something. Berru kept on urging him to action, 
slapping his shoulders, and asking him if he were a man ! 
Of course he was a man ! — and he had loved that woman 
so fondly ! He loved her still, enough to set Paris on fire in 
order to get her back. Well, then, in that case, why delay ? 
As she was his, he had only to step out and take her. The 
two men were nearly drunk by this time, and shouted 
incoherently in each other's face. 

' I'm off,' suddenly said Damour, rising with difficulty 
to his feet. 
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* Well done ! ' cried Berra. * Don't be a coward ! I'll 
go with you ! ' 

And thereupon they started for BatignoUes. 



m 

The shop at the comer of the Bue des Moines and the Bue 
Nollet had a very prosperous appearance, with its red 
railings and gilded oz-heads. Quartered animals hung 
there against white sheets, while legs of mutton, partly 
wrapped in lace-edged paper like nosegays, formed circular 
garlands round about. Piles of ruddy flesh, joints already 
cut and trinamed, roseate veal, purple mutton, and scarlet 
beef streaked with fat covered the marble slabs. The 
brass pans, the large scales,the steel hooks, shone brightly. 
The plentif ulness of everything, the healthy atmosphere of 
the premises, paved with white marble and open to the 
light, the invigorating smell of the fresh meat — all seemed 
to send a warmer blood to the cheeks of those employed 
in the shop. 

In the centre, and in full view of the street, F^licie sat 
enthroned behind a tall counter, partitioned off so as to 
shield her from the draughts. Behind the glass panes and 
amid the cheerful reflections of all the pink colouring 
she herself looked young and fresh, with the full mature 
freshness of a woman who is past forty. And apart from 
her clear complexion, her smooth skin, her dark hair, and 
her white neck, she displayed the amiable busy gravity of a 
clever business woman, who, with a pen in one hand while 
with the other she fingers the money in the till, represents 
a shop's integrity and prosperity. Under her eyes the men 
cut and weighed the meat, and called out the amounts ; 
then the customers passed before the counter ; she received 
payment, and in a deferential voice talked over the news of 
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the neighbourhood. A short, sickly-looking woman was at 
that moment paying for two cutlets, at which she gazed 
languidly. 

' Fifteen sous, isn't it ? ' said F^cie. ' So you are not 
any better, Madame Vernier ? * 

' No, not any better. It is always my digestion — my 
food never agrees with me. The doctor has at last ordered 
me to eat meat, but it is dreadfully expensive. Ah 1 you 
know that the coal dealer is dead ? ' 

' You don't say so I ' 

' It wasn't the stomach with him — it was some interna] 
disease, I hear. Two cutlets, fifteen sous ! Why, poultry is 
cheaper ! ' 

' Well, it is not our fELult, Madame Vernier. We hardly 
know ourselves how to make both ends meet. What is the 
matter, Charles ? ' she added, turning to one of the men. 

While F^licie had been chatting and giving change she 
had not relaxed in her watchfulness, and had just noticed 
one of the men talking with two fellows on the foot pave- 
ment. As he did not seem to have heard her, she raised 
her voice to call ' Charles, what is wanted ? ' 

But she did not wait for an answer, for as the two men 
entered she recognised the one who walked ahead. 

' Ah ! so it's you. Monsieur Berru ? ' 

She did not seem at all pleased, for her lips met with 
a slightly contemptuous expression. The two men, on 
their way from the Bue St. Martin to Batignolles, had 
halted at various wine-shops, for the distance was con- 
siderable, and having talked loudly, earnestly, and inces- 
santly, they had frequently felt parched. It was easy to 
see that the wine had affected them. Moreover, Damour 
had received a sudden shock when, from across the street, 
Berru had suddenly stretched out his hand and pointed to 
F^de, looking so comely and even young as she sat there 
at her little counter. ' There she is ! ' said the painter. 
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It oould not be. That must be Louise, who had always 
resembled her mother. F^licie was much older. And the 
sight of the flourishing shop, of the ruddy carcases, of the 
dazzling brasses, of that well-dressed woman with her air of 
middle-class prosperity whose hand was rattling piles of 
money, robbed Damour of both his anger and his courage, 
and indeed inspired him with terror. That lady would 
never consent to take him back ; he looked too wretched 
and abject, with his unkempt beard and filthy blouse. He 
had already turned on his heels, and was going off in the 
direction of the Bue des Moines so as to escape notice, when 
Berru forcibly detained him. 

* Thunder ! * he cried, * haven't you any blood in your 
veins ? If I was in your skin I'd make that fine madame 
wince. I wouldn't go away unless I had share and share 
alike — yes, half of the joints, and half of everything else. 
Go ahead, I say, don't be so timid ! ' 

He then compelled Damour to cross the street ; and 
asked one of the men if Monsieur Sagnard was in. And 
having ascertained that the master had gone to the slaughter- 
houses, he entered the shop, determined to have it over. 
Damour followed, feeling dazed. 

' What is it you want. Monsieur Berru ? ' asked P^licie, 
coldly and unpleasantly. 

< I don't want anything,' answered the painter, ' but 
my mate does. He has got some news for you.' 

Then Berru stepped aside, and Damour faced F^licie, 
who looked at him. Suffering tortures, cruelly embarrassed, 
he lowered his eyes. At first she viewed him with disgust, 
her calm, happy face expressed strong repugnance for that 
old drunkard who looked like a pauper; but as she 
continued gazing at him without a word being spoken on 
either side, she suddenly turned quite white, stifled a 
scream, and dropped the money she had been handling, 
which fell with a silvery ring into the drawer of the till. 
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' What is the matter ? Are you ill ? ' asked Madame 
Vernier, who had purposely lingered out of curiosity. 

F61icie motioned her away with her hand ; she could 
not speak. With a painful efifort she rose up, and walked 
slowly into the parlour at the back of the shop. Without 
being told to follow, the two men disappeared behind her, 
Berru chuckling, and Damour with his eyes still fixed on 
the sawdust strewing the floor, as if he were afraid of 
stumbling. 

' Well, it's mighty queer,' said Msbdame Vernier, half 
aloud, when she found herself alone with the assistants. 

They iiad stopped carving and weighing, and looked at 
each other in astonishment. However, not caring to com- 
promise themselves, they soon resumed their occupations, 
carelessly indifferent as to the hint of the customer, who 
went off with her two outlets in her hand, examining them 
crossly. 

F^licie did not seem to think herself sufficiently alone 
in the parlour, for she opened a second door and ushered 
the two men into her bedroom. It was a comfortable, 
warm, silent apartment, with white curtains to the window 
and bed; there was a gilt clock, and on the mahogany 
furniture, shining with polish, not a speck of dust was to 
be seen. F^licie dropped into a blue rep armchair, repeat 
ing mechanically : * You — it is you ! ' 

Damour found nothing to say. He glanced round the 
room, not daring to sit down, because the chairs looked too 
fine. Once more Berru took the lead. 

' Yes,' he said, airily. * He has been hunting after 
you for a fortnight past. He met me by chance, and I 
brought him here.' 

And as if he instinctively felt the necessity of apologising 
to her, he added: 'You must see that I couldn't help 
myself. He's an old chum, and it made my heart jump 
to see him with one foot in the gutter.' 
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F^licie was slowly reoovering herself. She was 
stronger-minded and more practical than Damour. When 
the choking sensation in her throat relaxed, she nerved 
herself for an explanation which might put an end to this 
intolerable situation. 

' Gome, Jacques,' she asked firmly but not unkindly, 
' what do you want with me ? ' 

He did not answer. 

'It is true,' she continued, 'I married again, but it 
was no fault of mine, and you know it. I thought you 
were dead — you did nothing to undeceive me.' 

At last Damour spoke. 

* I did — I wrote to you.' 

' I swear that I did not receive your letter. You know 
me — you know that I never lie, and I have the certificate 
of your death — here — in a drawer.' 

She went to a desk, opened it feverishly, and pulled out 
a paper which she handed to Damour, who began to read it 
with dazed eyes. It was the proof of his death. 

Then F^licie resumed : ' I found myself quite alone. 
I yielded to the solicitations of a man who offered to raise 
me out of my misery and loneliness. That is my only 
crime — I allowed myself to be tempted by the prospect of 
happiness. It was not a sin, was it ? ' 

He listened with bowed head, more humble and more 
iU at ease than she was. At length, however, he lifted 
his eyes. 

' And my daughter ? ' he asked. 

F^licie started and trembled. 

< Your daughter ? ' she stammered. < I don't know — I 
haven't got her.' 

'What?' 

' I sent her to my aunt, but she ran away, and — and — 
went to the bad ! ' 

For an instant Damour remained mute ; he looked very 
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oalm, as if he had not understood. Then suddenly losing 
his embarrassment, he let his closed fist fall on the chest of 
drawers with such force that a shell box clattered on the 
marble top. But before he had time to speak, two children, 
a boy of six and a girl of four, flung the door open and 
rushed into F61icie's arms with shouts of delight. 

'Good evening, little mother; we have been in the 
gardens, over there, at the end of the street. Fran9oise 
said it was time to come home. Oh, if you only knew — 
there is some sand there — and ducks on the water ! ' 

' Hush ! hush ! run away now,' said the mother sharply ; 
and calling the servant she added : ' Take them out again, 
Fran9oise — it is stupid of you to come in so early.' 

The children turned away regretfully, and the girl, 
displeased by her mistress's manner, pushed them angrily 
before her. F^licie had been seized with the insane fear 
that Jacques might kidnap the little ones, fling them across 
his back and hurry away. Berru, who had not been asked 
to take a seat, but who had unceremoniously stretched him- 
self in the second arm-chair, now whispered to his friend : 

' The little Sagnards. Nothing grows so fast as 
children, eh ? ' 

When the door had closed again behind the little ones, 
Damour once more struck the marble with his fist and 
shouted : ' It's neither here nor there — I want my daughter, 
and I have come to fetch you.' 

F^licie shivered from head to foot. 

' Sit down,' she said faintly, ' and let us talk. It won't 
help you to make a fuss. So you have come for me ? ' 

' Yes — you must come with me, and at once. I am 
your husband, the only real one. Oh I I know my rights. 
I say, Berru, is it not my right? Oome, put on your 
bonnet, and don't kick up a row if you don't want every- 
body to know what's up.' 

She looked at him, and unconsciously her anguish- 

H 
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stricken face plainly expressed that she loved him no 
longer, that he frightened and horrified her with his hideous, 
loathsome, old age. Was it possible that she, so fair and 
clean, accustomed to the comforts of middle-class pro- 
sperity, would have to return to the rough, miserable 
existence of the past with that man who had appeared 
before her like a ghost ? 

' You refuse,' said Damour, who read her thoughts in 
her face. 'Ohl I understand; you have got used to 
playing the lady behind your counter, and I haven't a fine 
shop, and a drawer full of money to finger and rattle at 
will. Besides, there are the children that were here just 
now ; they seem better looked after than Louise was. 
When a woman has lost her daughter, she scorns her 
husband. But I don't care. I want you to come, and you 
shall come; or else I'll go to the police and have you 
brought away between two gendarmes. It is my right, 
Berru — is it not ? ' 

The painter nodded approvingly. He enjoyed the 
scene exceedingly. However, when he saw Damour beside 
himself, intoxicated with excitement, and F^licie exhausted, 
half fainting and sobbing, he thought it advisable to 
assume a conciliatory attitude. 

' Yes, yes,' he said, in a sententious tone, ' it is your 
right, but you must pause awhile and consider. I have 
always conducted myself with propriety, and I say that 
before coming to a decision it would only be proper to 
consult Monsieur Sagnard. As he is not here ' 

He stopped, and resumed in a different voice, tremulous 
with affected emotion : ' Of course it is hard on my mate 
to have to wait. Naturally he's in a hurry. Ah, madame ! 
if you knew what he has gone through I And now he 
hasn't a farthing — ^not a crust— he's starving — repulsed on 
all sides. When I met him just now he had not eaten 
since yesterday.' 
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F61icie, passing from terror to sudden pity, could not 
keep back her blinding tears ; she was overcome by 
intense grief, the regret and weariness of life. Involun- 
tarily she exclaimed : ' Forgive me, Jacques ! ' 

Then, when she could command her voice, she con- 
tinued : ' What is done is done, but I cannot bear to see 
you so poor. Let me help you.' 

Damour made a frantic gesture of refusal. 

' Of course,' quickly interposed Berru, < this house is so 
plentifully stocked that your wife need not dismiss you 
with an empty stomach. Admitting that you refuse cash, 
you can at least sbccept a present. Supposing you only 
gave him a bit of gravy beef, eh, Madame Sagnard ? ' 

* Anything he fiancies, Monsieur Berru.* 

But Damour, still furiously striking the chest of 
drawers, shouted out : ' Thanks — that's not the sort of 
grub I live on.' 

And walking up close to his wife, he fixed his eyes on 
hers, saying : ' It is you alone that I want — and I will have 
you. Keep your meat.' 

F^licie had recoiled with renewed fear and loathing. 
DSimour, losing all restraint, became terrible, threatening 
to smash the whole concern, and vociferating shameful 
accusations. He would get at his daughter's address, he 
said ; and he shook his wife in her chair, yelling out that 
she had sold Louise. F^licie, in the awed stupor caused 
by this outburst, did not attempt to exonerate herself; 
merely repeating in a broken voice that she did not know 
the address, but that no doubt it might be discovered. 
Damour at last took a seat, swearing that the devil himself 
should not make him leave it ; but suddenly he rose, and 
after a last and still more violent blow on the drawers, he 
said, hoarsely : 

'Well, thunder and hell! I am going. Yes — ^I gO) 
because I choose to go. But you'll lose nothing for 

h2 
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waiting. I shall oome back when your butcher is at home 
and I will square you all — he, you, the brats, and the 
shanty 1 Just wait, and you'll see.' 

He went out, still threatening her with his clenched 
fist, but in his heart he was relieved to end the scene 
thus. 

Berru, who was delighted at being mixed up in this 
family affair, lingered behind, to say soothingly : ' Don't 
alarm yourself ; I sha'n't leave him. I'll see that he does 
no mischief.' 

He even ventured to kiss F^licie'shand, but she did not 
seem to notice it. She was so dazed and exhausted that if 
at that moment Damour had taken her by the arm she 
would have followed him unresistingly. She listened to the 
footsteps of the two men crossing the shop ; and heard one 
of her apprentices sharply chopping a joint of mutton 
while he hurriedly shouted out some amount. Her busi- 
ness instincts brought her back to her counter, and she sat 
down, very pale but very calm, as though nothing strange 
had occurred. 

' How much is there to take ? ' she asked. 

' Seven francs and & half, madame.' 

Then she gave the change. 



IV 

The next day Damour had a stroke of luck. His acquaint- 
ance the stone-mason got him the place of custodian of 
the building-yard of the Hdtel de Yille, and he was set to 
watch over the edifice which he had helped to bum down 
ten years previously. His task was easy, his occupation 
stupid, benumbing, and yet soothing. At night-time he 
wandered about at the foot of the scaffoldings, listening for 
stray noises and sometimes falling asleep on the bags of 
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plasty. He never spoke of retuming to BatignoUes till 
one day when Berru took him off to Innch, and then he 
declared after the third bottle that the great flare-ap 
should take place on the morrow. However, when the 
morrow came he never stirred from the yard. And hence- 
forth it was a regular thing : whenever he was in his cups 
he got excited and asserted his rights, when he was sober 
he remained thoughtful and half-ashamed. The painter 
often chaffed him, and sneeringly declared that he wasn't 
a man; but he remained gravely indifferent, merely 
muttering between his teeth : ' That means that I ought 
to kill them. Well, I'll wait till the fancy takes me.' 

One evening he went as feu* as the Place Moncey, then 
after spending an hour seated on a bench there he quietly 
returned to his yard ; that afternoon he had thought he 
had seen his daughter drive past the Hotel de Yille, 
reclining on the cushions of an elegant landau. Berru 
had offered to make inquiries, declaring that he could pro- 
cure Louise's address in twenty-four hours, but Damour 
had refused the proposal. Why should he know ? And 
yet the supposition that the handsome woman he had 
seen, beautifully dressed and carried along by two big grey 
horses, might be his daughter, affected him strangely. 
His sadness increased, and at last he bought a knife and 
showed it to Berru, saying that he meant to bleed the 
butcher with it. This sentence pleased him ; he repeated 
it frequently, adding with a grim enjoyment of his own 
faoetiousness : 'I'll bleed the butcher. £Us turn next, 
eh?' 

Berru, feeling somewhat alarmed, kept him for some 
hours in a wine-shop of the Bue du Temple trying to con- 
vince him that it was needless to bleed anybody. It 
would, in fact, be idiotic to do so, for at that game a fellow 
might run his neck into a noose. Then he wrung his 
friend's hands, trying to obtain a solemn promise that he 
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wonld not get himself into trouble ; but Damour repeated 
with a dogged chuckle: 'No, no; his turn next. 1*11 
bleed the butcher 1 ' 

The days passed and the bleeding did not take place. 
But an incident occurred which seemed likely to hasten 
the end. Damour was dismissed from the yard for in- 
efficiency ; for one night during a thunder-storm he had 
&Jilen asleep and a shovel had been stolen. He now 
once more dragged himself about the streets, half-starved 
but still too proud to beg, though he looked with hungry 
eyes into the windows of the eating-houses. His poverty, 
instead of exciting him, made him apathetic with respect 
to his wife ; his shoulders drooped, he walked along 
meditating. It seemed as if he dared not return to Ba- 
tignolles now that he no longer had a clean blouse to wear. 

At Batignolles F^licie was living in continual terror. 
She had not dared to mention Damour's visit to Sagnard 
when the latter came home ; and on the next day, frightened 
by her previous silence, she had felt remorseful, but still 
had lacked the courage to speak. She every moment 
expected to see her first husband walk into the shop, and 
in her distress she conjured up appalling scenes. She 
fancied, too, that the suspicions of the establishment were 
aroused, for the men grinned together at times, and Madame 
Vernier, when she called for her two cutlets, assumed a 
most unpleasant look while waiting for her change. 

At last, one evening F^licie flung her arms round 
Sagnard's neck, and sobbingly confessed everything. She 
repeated what she had already said to Damour : it was not 
her fault, for when people are dead they ought not to come 
to life again. Sagnard, who was an honest man, hale and 
hearty, in spite of his sixty years, comforted her. Gracious 
goodness 1 it was certainly no joke, but it would all come 
right. Most things came right in time. Being securely 
settled in life with plenty of money for his needs, his 
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feelings were principally those of curiosity. He would 
interview the ghost, and reason with him. The affair 
interested him ; so much so, that a week later, as Damour 
did not put in an appearance, the butcher said to his wife : 

* Well, what's up ? Does he mean to cut us ? If I knew 
where he lived I'd go and look him up myself.' 

Then, as she implored him to remain quiet, he added : 

* But, ray dear, it's only to ensure your peace and happi- 
ness. You are fretting and worrying. Let's have it 
over.' 

F^licie was indeed becoming thin, such disquietude did 
she feel at the thought of the impending tragedy, the post- 
ponement of which only made her the more anxious. How- 
ever, one day, just as the butcher was blowing up one of 
his men, who had neglected to change the water of a calf's 
head, she came up to him, deadly pale, and stammered 
out : < There he is 1 ' 

' All right,' answered Sagnard, suddenly calming down ; 
' take him into the parlour.' 

And then, without hurrying himself, he quietly added, 
turning to his man : * Wash it thoroughly, mind — in plenty 
of water, too ; it stinks.' 

He then went into the parlour, where he found Damour 
and Berru. They had met by chance in the Eue de Clichy. 
Berru had seen less of his old chum lately, having felt 
bored by his increasing wretchedness. When he discovered 
that Damour was actually on his way to the Bue des 
Moines, he became very abusive, declaring that this busi- 
ness was his also. He argued with him, swearing that he 
would stop his going over yonder to make a fool of himself, 
and he even stepped in front of him to compel him to give 
up his knife. However, Damour shrugged his shoulders, 
obstinately refusing to disclose his intentions, and merely 
answering again and again, ' Come with me if you like, 
but don't bother.' 
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Sagnard did not ask the two men to be seated. As for 
F^licie, she had fled to her room with her children, and 
double-locked the door; then she crouched against it, 
frightened, dazed, and clasping the little ones to her bosom 
as if to guard and defend them. She Ustened intently, but 
could hear nothing as yet. In the parlour the two hus- 
bands were looking at each other in awkward silence. 

' So it is you ? ' began Sagnard at last, just to say 
something. 

'Yes, it is,' answered Damour. 

He was thinking how good-looking the butcher was, 
and he felt very small before him. Sagnard did not appear 
to be more than fifty ; he was handsome and fresh-com- 
plexioned ; he wore his hair short, his cheeks and chin 
were clean shaven. Standing there in his shirt-sleeves 
with a large apron of snowy whiteness tied round him, he 
had a joyous air of prosperity. 

' However,' said Damour, hesitatingly, ' it is not with 
you that I want to talk ; it is with F^licie.' 

At these words Sagnard recovered his composure. 

' Come, my friend,' he said quietly, ' let us understand 
each other. Dash it all, we have nothing to reproach our- 
selves with — ^you or I. Why should we quarrel when no 
one is in fault ? ' 

Damour, with his head bent, fixed his eyes doggedly 
on the legs of the table. At last he muttered drearily : ' I 
am not angry with you. Leave me alone ; go away. I 
want to see F61icie.' 

' No, you shall not see her,' calmly answered the butcher. 
' I don't choose to have her made ill again, as you made 
her last time. We can settle this without her. Besides, 
if you are sensible, everything will be all right. You say 
you love her still ; wdll, consider her position — think it 
over, and act for her happiness.' 

' Hold your tongue,' interrupted Damour, with a sudden 
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burst of rage. ' Don't interfere, or there will be mischief 
done/ 

Berm, feeling convinced that his friend was about to 
draw his knife, threw himself in front of him with a great 
show of zeal. However, Damonr pushed him aside. 

' Hold your tongue, I say I What are you afraid of, 
you fool ? • 

' Be calm,' repeated Sagnard. ' When a man is angry 
he doesn't know what he's about. Listen to me. If I call 
in F^licie, will you promise to keep quiet ? She is very 
sensitive, you know that as well as I do. We don't want 
to kill her between us, do we — ^neither you nor I ? Will 
you promise to behave decently ? ' 

' Eh ! if I had come to misbehave myself, I should have 
strangled you ere this, and stopped all your fine talk.' 

He spoke these words in so deep and pained a tone, 
that the butcher felt sincerely touched. 

' Well, then,' he said, < I'll call F^licie. By nature 
I'm very impartial, and I quite understand that you wish 
to discuss the matter with her. It is your right.' 

He then stepped up to the bedroom door and knocked. 

< F^Ucie, F^licie 1 ' he called. 

Nothing stirred. F^licie, chilled and affrighted by the 
prospect of the coming interview, was silently pressing her 
children still closer to her breast. The butcher, however, 
repeated impatiently : ' F^licie, do come 1 You are very 
silly. He has promised to behave sensibly.' 

At last the key turned in the lock, and she appeared, 
carefully closing the door behind her to ensure the safety 
of her children. Fresh silence and another awkward pause 
followed. It was the beginning of the end, as Berru 
styled it. 

Damour began to speak in slow entangled sentences, 
while Sagnard, who had walked to the window and lifted 
one of the short blinds, pretended to be looking out, as if 
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to show that he was both discreet and magnanimous in 
this affair. 

' Listen, F61icie/ Damonr was saying. ' Yon know that 
I have never been a bad man ; you must own that. Well, 
I don't mean to begin to-day. True, at first I wanted to 
smash and murder you all. Then I asked myself how 
that would better me. I would rather leave you free to 
choose. We'll do just what you say. Yes, as the tribunals 
can't help us with their justice, you shall decide what you 
like best. Answer, F^licie ; with whom will you go — him 
or me ? • 

But she could not answer ; she was speechless with 
emotion. 

' Just so,' resumed Damour, in the same husky, desolate 
voice. * 1 understand — you'll remain with him. When I 
came here I knew how it would be. Oh, I'm not angry 
with you — ^you are right after all. I am done for — I have 
nothing left, and you love me no longer ; whereas he 
makes you happy ; and besides there are the two little 
ones.' 

F^licie was weeping uncontrollably. 

* Don't cry,' he continued. * I am not reproaching you. 
It has happened so — ^well, that is all ; and I had a sort of 
wish to see you once more, just to tell you that you might 
sleep in peace. Now that you have chosen, I won't 
torment you again. It's all over : you'll never hear of me 
any more.' 

He turned to the door, but Sagnard, who felt deeply 
moved, stopped him, exclaiming : ' Dash it, you are a 
brick, and no mistake ! It is out of the question that we 
should part like this. Stay and dine with us.' 

Berru, amazed at this unlooked-for conclusion, which 
he considered very droll, looked quite shocked when his 
friend refused the invitation. 

'At least let us drink a glass together,' insisted the 
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batcher. ' The dence, yon can't refose a glass of wine 
under onr roofl ' 

Damour did not accept at once. His eyes wandered 
round the parlour, a clear and cheerful room with its Ught 
oak furniture ; and when at last they rested on F^licie's 
tear-stained face, and her imploring earnest glance, he said 
simply : ' Well, I don't mind if I do.' 

Sagnard was delighted. 

' Olasses, F61icie,' he shouted. ' We can do without 
the servant. Bring out four glasses, for you must drink 
with us. Ah 1 mate, you are a good fellow to have accepted. 
You don't know what pleasure it gives me I I love a true 
heart ; and yours is a true heart. I'll take my oath on it.' 

F^licie was taking the glasses and a bottle of wine out 
of the sideboard with trembling hands. Her head was 
swimming ; she could do nothing, and Sagnard had to go 
to her assistance. When the wine was poured out, and 
they were all seated round the table, they touched 
glasses. 

• Your health.' 

Damour, who sat opposite F61icie, had to stretch out his 
arm to clink glasses with her. They both looked at each 
other mutely ; all their past was in their eyes. She shook 
so nervously that, as the crystal rang, one could hear the 
chattering of her teeth as though she were in a high fever. 
They were now dead to each other, living only in their 
memories. 

* Your health.' 

Then, as they drank, the voices of the children in the 
next room broke upon the silence. The little ones were 
playing, chasing each other about with shouts and laughter. 
Suddenly, too, they knocked at the door, calling: 
' Mamma 1 mamma I ' 

' Enough,' said Damour, setting his glass on the table. 
* Good-bye, all of you.' 
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He went away. F^lioie, erect and pale, watohed him 
leave the room, while Sagnard politely escorted both gentle- 
men through the shop to the street. 



As soon as Damoor got into the street he began to walk so 
fast that Berru found it difficult to keep up with him. The 
painter was indignant. On the Boulevard des Batignolles, 
when his friend finally sank upon a bench, and remained 
there, with pallid cheeks, dilated eyes, and weary limbs, the 
painter at last exploded and relieved his feelings. Oood 
heavens 1 for his part he would at least have boxed the 
butcher's ears, and the woman's too. It was revolting to 
see a man give up his wife to another fellow without any 
conditions. It was the act of an idiot, a simpleton, not to 
use any other word. He quoted various examples in 
support of his opinion. It was a case for an agreement ; 
none in their senses would allow themselves to be duped 
and swindled in that manner. 

'You can't understand,' answered Damour drearily. 
' Oo away, go, since you are no friend of mine.' 

' What ! not your friend, after all I have done for you ? 
Look at it squarely — ^what is to become of you? You 
haven't a soul to look after you ; you are like a lost dog in 
the streets, and you'll starve if I don't come to the rescue. 
Not your friend ? But if I were to forsake you now, all 
you could do would be to poke your head under your foot, 
like a fowl weary of living.' 

Damour made a gesture of despair. It was true ; he 
had no alternative but to throw himself into the Seine or 
give himself up to the police as a destitute vagabond. 

* Well,' continued the painter, ' I am so much your 
friend that I'm going to take you somewhere where you'll 
get a bed and a bite.' 
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He rose as if impelled by a sudden resolve, and forced 
his companion to follow him. Damour, half-persuaded, 
repeated in a dazed way : ' Where ? where do you mean ? ' 

* You'll see. As you refuse to dine with your wife, you 
shall dine elsewhere. Depend upon it, I won't allow you 
to play the fool twice in one day.' 

He walked rapidly down the Bue d' Amsterdam, and 
when he reached the Bue de Berlin he stopped before a 
small house, rang the bell, and asked the footman who 
came to the door if Madame de Sauvigny were at home. 
On seeing the servant hesitate, he added : 

' Oo and tell her that Berru is here.' 

Damour followed the painter mechanically. This un- 
expected visit to this sumptuous residence increased his 
confusion and perplexity. At last he ascended a flight of 
stairs and abruptly found himself in the arms of a very 
pretty, fair, diminutive, young woman, clad in a lace 
gown. 

' Papa 1 it is papa 1 ' she exclaimed joyfully. ' Ah, how 
kind of you, Berru, to have persuaded him to come at 
lastl' 

She seemed an unsophisticated creature, and did not 
attach any importance to the old man's grimy blouse; 
indeed, she was delighted, and clapped her hands in a sudden 
fit of filial love. Her father, who was greatly startled, had 
not even recognised her. 

' Yes, yes, it's Louise 1 ' said Berru. 

Then Damour stammered vaguely, ' Ah yes 1 you are 
too kind 1 ' 

He did not attempt to be familiar. Louise, however, 
made him sit down on a sofa., and rang the bell to give 
orders that she was at home to nobody. Then Damour 
glanced about the room, which was hung with Indian 
fabrics, and felt strangely moved. Berru, meanwhile, 
triumphantly slapped him on the shoulder, saying, ^WiU 
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yon dare to say again that I'm not your friend ? I knew 
that you'd want your daughter some time or other ; so I 
got hold of her address, and came to tell her all about you. 
She at once exclaimed, '* Bring him to me 1 " ' 

' Why, certainly I did, poor dear father 1 ' added Louise. 
' Oh, you know, I abhor your Bepublic ! The Communists 
are a dirty lot, who would ruin us all if they had the chance. 
But you are my papa. I remember how good you were to 
me when I was quite little, and so ill. You'll see how 
comfortably we'll get on together, provided we never talk 
politics. To begin with, we'll all three! of us dine together. 
Won't it be jolly ? ' 

Her clear eyes were full of laughter, and her pale hair 
flew round her ears. Damour remained nerveless; he 
wanted to refuse because he did not think it quite right to 
accept a meal there ; but he had already lost the energy 
which had hurried him away from the butcher's without 
once turning his head. His daughter was too soft and 
gentle, and her little white hands placed on his own held 
him so fast. 

' Now, do say yes,' she pleaded. 

' Yes,' he said at last, while two big tears coursed down 
the furrows with which misery had marked his cheeks. 

Berru thought this decision very practical. As the 
three of them were passing into the dining-room, a footman 
came to tell his mistress that ' Monsieur ' was there. 

' I can't see him,' she said quietly : ' tell him that I am 
with my father.' 

The dinner was delightful. Berru enlivened it by 
relating all sorts of stories, and Louise laughed till the tears 
ran down her cheeks. She fancied herself back in the Bue 
des Envierges, and enjoyed herself exceedingly. Damour 
ate heartily and grew heavy with fatigue and food ; but 
each time his eyes met his daughter's his smile became 
very soft. At dessert they drank some sweet foaming wine 
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like champagne, which affected them all. As soon as the 
servants had retired they rested their elbows on the table 
and began to speak of the past with half-maudlin melan- 
choly. Berru had rolled a cigarette for Louise, who smoked 
it slowly with partly closed eyes and humid lashes while 
judging her mother's conduct with great severity. 

' You understand,' she said to her father, < I do not see 
her any more —her conduct has been too outrageous. Still, 
if you like I will go and tell her what I think of the dirty 
trick she played upon you ' 

However, Damour gravely declared that F^licie no longer 
existed for him. 

Then Louise rose, exclaiming, ' Wait a bit ; I must show 
you something that will give you pleasure ! ' 

She left the room, but presently returned with her 
cigarette still between her teeth, and handed her father an 
old yellow photograph broken at the edges. The workman 
started violently, and, fixing his dim eyes upon the portrait, 
stammered, * Eugene, my poor Eugene ! ' 

He passed the photograph to Berru, who looked at it 
with emotion and murmured feelingly : ' It is very like him.* 

Then it was Louise's turn. She kept the portrait for 
a moment in her hand, and then returned it to her father, 
saying in a tearful voice : ' Oh, I remember him well — he 
was so kind ! ' 

Overcome by their feelings, they all three began to cry. 
Twice the photograph went round the table, eliciting 
pathetic comments. It had become very pale from ex- 
posure; poor Eugene in his uniform of the National 
Guard looked like a phantom rebel. At last, having 
turned the card round, the father suddenly read what he 
had written long ago upon the back, ' I will avenge you ! * 
and thereupon, brandishing a dessert-knife over his head, 
he repeated his oath : ' Yes — ^yes ! I will avenge you I ' 

Then Damour propped the portrait against his glass. 
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and again gazed at it. By degrees, however, they all 
became quieter and more practical. Looise, who was eacfy- 
going and open-handed, wanted to help her father, and at 
last she had an inspiration ; she asked him if he would 
consent to look after a small estate which had been bought 
for her near Mantes in Normandy. There was a small 
house on the property where he could live very comfortably 
on two hundred francs a month. 

' Gome now, that will be a perfect paradise I ' shouted 
Berru, who accepted for his friend. ' And if he feels dull 
there, 1*11 go and cheer him up.' 

The following week Damour was settled at Bel Air, his 
daughter's property ; and it is there that he now lives in 
blissful repose, such as Providence owed him after all his 
vicissitudes. He is growing stout and florid ; he dresses 
like a well-to-do citizen, and has the honest good- 
natured face of an old soldier. The peasants salute him 
respectfully. He shoots and angles ; he is often seen 
sunning himself in the lanes, or watching the growth of 
the com with the tranquil conscience of a man who has 
cheated nobody, but lives on an income laboriously earned. 
Whenever his daughter visits Bel Air with her friends, he 
maintains a dignified reserve ; his happiest moments are 
when she runs down alone to see him and they lunch 
together in the little house. Then he talks to her with the 
fond foolish prattle of a doting nurse, he looks at her 
pretty dresses with admiration, and prepares with his own 
hands various wonderful and delicate dishes, while Louise 
brings sweets and cakes for dessert in her pockets. 

Damour has never tried to see his wife again. His 
daughter is everything to him ; she took pity on him, and 
she is his only joy. He has obstinately refused to attempt 
to recover his civil rights. What good would it do to con- 
fuse the Government registers ? His peace and security 
are all the more assured since he is unknown. He lives in 
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his nook, lost and forgotten. Being nobody, he accepts 
the bounty on which he lives without a blush ; whereas if 
he were to resuscitate legally, ill-natured and envious 
people might comment unfavourably on his position, and 
he would possibly wince under their blame. 

There are times, however, when the little house becomes 
boisterous. This is when Berru spends four or five days 
in the country with his old pal. He has, at last, found 
under Damour's roof a pleasant comer where he can eat 
his fill and enjoy himself. He shoots and fishes, or else 
during whole afternoons he Ues on his back near the river. 
At night the two fidends talk politics. Berru brings 
Anarchist papers from Paris, and after reading them they 
both agree upon the radical measures which are impera- 
tively required, such as shooting the Government, burning 
Paris again, and rebuilding another city, the real metro- 
polis of the people. They invariably select general exter- 
mination as the basis of universal happiness. Finally, 
when it is time to go to bed, Damour, who has had 
Engine's photograph framed, walks up to it, gazes on the 
fiE^ed likeness, and, brandishing his pipe, exclaims : ' Yes 
— yes, I will avenge you.* 

And the next morning, with bent shoulders and placid 
face, he returns to his fishing ; while Berru, stretched out 
at full length, sleeps buried in the grass. 



THE INUNDATION 



My name is Louis Boubieu. I am seventy years of age, 
and was bom in the village of St. Jory, at a few leagues 
from Toulouse, on the banks of the Oaronne. During 
fourteen years I battled with the soil in order to obtain 
from it enough bread to feed me. Affluence came at last, 
and, only a month ago, I was the richest farmer of the 
whole country-side. 

Our home was blessed. Happiness had its abode under 
our roof. The sun was our ally, and I do not remember a 
bad harvest. We were nearly a dozen at the farm, all 
sharing the same happiness : myself still hale and hearty^ 
teaching the young ones how to work ; my younger brother, 
Pierre, a bachelor, and formerly a sergeant in the army ; 
my sister, Agathe, a shrewd housewife, extremely stout 
and gay, who had come to live with us aftier her husband's 
death, and whose laughter rang out from one end of the 
village to the other. Next came a whole brood : my son 
Jacques, and Bose, his wife ; with their three daughters, 
Aim6e, Y^ronique, and Marie. The first was married to 
Cyprien Bouisson, a strapping young fellow, to whom she 
had given two babies, one two years and the other ten 
months old; Y^ronique, on her side, had just become 



THE INUNDATION 115 

engaged to Gaspard Babuteau ; while Marie, white and 
very flair, looked more like a town-bom lady than a farmer's 
daughter. This made up ten ; I was both a grandfather and 
a great-grandfiather. 

When we assembled round the supper-table I used to 
place my sister Agathe on my right, my brother Pierre on 
my left, and the children completed the circle, seated by 
order of seniority, down to the mite but ten months old. 
The whole lot ate heartily, and how gay they all were 
between each mouthful ! I felt both pride and pleasure 
glowing in my veins when the little ones, stretching out 
their hands to me, shouted : 

' Grandfather, give us some more bread. A big piece, 
grandfather, please 1 ' 

Those were glorious days. The busy house sang 
through all its windows ; in the evenings Pierre invented 
new games or told old stories of his regiment ; on Sundays 
Aunt Agathe baked cakes for the girls, and Marie knew 
some beautiful hymns which she sang with the voice of a 
young chorister, looking like a saint too, with her fair hair 
falling low on her neck, and her hands folded in her lap. 
At the time of Aim^e's marriage with Cyprien I had added 
a storey to the house, and I used to say jokingly that when 
y^ronique married Gaspard I should have to add another, 
and that if I did so at each successive wedding the house 
would end by reaching the sky. None of us wanted to 
leave it ; we would rather have erected a town in the en- 
closure behind the farm. When the members of a large 
family agree, it is good to live and die on the spot where 
one was bom. 

This last spring, the month of May was superb ; the 
crops had not looked so promising for years. That day I 
went the round of the land with my son Jacques. We 
started at about three o'clock. Our meadows, still of a 
tender green, stretched alongside the Garonne ; the grass 

i2 
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had nearly reached its full height, and in a willow copse 
planted only last year there were shoots a yard long. We 
passed on, examining our corn-fields and vineyards, the 
land bought bit by bit as our means increased. The 
wheat was growing apace, the vines were in full bloom, 
heralding a rich vintage. Jacques laughed his hearty 
laugh, and, slapping me on the shoulder, said : ' Well, 
father, we sha'n't lack bread or wine. You must be in the 
good graces of God Almighty, as He lets money rain upon 
your land like this.* 

Jacques was right. I had no doubt gained the good 
graces of some saint in heaven, for all the good luck of 
the district appeared to fall on us. During a storm the 
hail would stop at the edge of our fields ; if our neighbours* 
vines were ailing, a protecting wall seemed to rise around 
ours, and gradually I had come to deem this just. Harm- 
ing no one, I believed happiness to be my due. 

On our way home we crossed some land belonging to 
us on the opposite side of the village. A plantation of 
mulberry trees was coming on splendidly, and the almond 
fcrees in a grove were bearing all they could. We chatted 
gaily and made plans for the future. As soon as we had 
saved the necessary capital we would purchase certain 
patches of ground lying between our various lots, and thus 
become the owners of an entire comer of the parish. If 
the crops turned out as well as they promised, our dream 
could be realised in the autumn. 

As we drew near the farm we saw Bose gesticulating 
and shouting: ' Gome on, hurry up 1 ' 

One of our cows had just calved, and the whole house- 
hold was astir. Aunt Agathe went rolling about, while 
the girls watched the little calf, whose advent seemed like 
an additional benison. Quite recently we had been com- 
pelled to enlarge our sheds, which contained nearly a 
hundred head of cattle, without reckoning the horses. 
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' Another luoky day,' I said. < We must have a bottle 
of good wine to-night.' 

Just then Bose took us aside to inform us that as 
Gaspard, V^ronique's lover, had come to fix the wedding- 
day, she had kept him to dinner. Gaspard, the eldest son 
of a farmer of Moranges, was a young man of twenty, known 
all through our part for his prodigious strength. At a 
public ftU at Toulouse he had wrestled with and defeated 
MartisJ, the Lion of the South. Withal he was extremely 
good-natured and tender-hearted, and so shy, indeed, 
that he blushed whenever V6ronique's calm eyes met 
his own. 

I told Bose to call him. He had stayed in the yard 
helping the maids to hang out the linen of a three months' 
washing. When he entered the parlour where we were 
all assembled, Jacques turned to me saying, < It's for you 
to speak, fetther.* 

'Well, my boy, you have come to settle the day,' I 
said. 

' Yes, that's why I came,' he answered with a deep 
colour on his cheeks. 

*• Don't blush, my lad,' I resumed. ' Shall we say the 
10th of July, the day of Sainte F^licit^ ? To-day's the 28th 
of June, so you won't have long to wait. My poor dead 
wife's name was F^cit^ — it will be a good omen. Well, 
is it a settled thing ? ' 

'Yes, all right; the day of Sainte F^licit^ will do,' 
replied Oaspard. 

Then as he came up to Jacques and me his hand 
fell on our outstretched palms with a might sufficient 
to fell an ox. Next he kissed Bose, calling her ' mother.' 
This stalwart young fellow with such redoubtable fists 
was losing sleep and flesh for love of V^ronique ; he told 
us that he should have fallen ill if we had not consented to 
lei him have her. 
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* Now/ 1 resumed, * let us go to our meal. All of you 
to your places. Thunder and lightning 1 I am as hungry 
as a wolf 1 ' 

That evening we sat down eleven. We had placed 
Oaspard and V^ronique side by side, and he kept gazing at 
her, forgetting his supper, and so disturbed by the thought 
that she was his that big tears moistened his eyelashes. 
Cyprien and Aim6e, who had been married three years, 
smiled as they watched them; Jacques and Bose, with 
their twenty-five years of wedlock, were graver ; still they 
stealthily exchanged moist glances, bom of a long-abiding 
tenderness. As for myself, I felt as if I were growing young 
again, and living anew in those lovers, whose happiness 
seemed to bring a nook of paradise to our board. How 
excellent the soup tasted that evening ! Aunt Agathe, 
who was always one for laughing, ventured to make a few 
jocose remarks, whereupon Pierre insisted upon relating 
his love passages with a lady of Lyons. Fortunately we 
had got to the dessert and were all talking at the same 
time. I had brought two bottles of sweet wine from the 
cellar, and we drank to Gaspard and Y^ronique's good luck, 
as the fashion is with us. Luck is never to quarrel, to 
have heaps of children, and put by bags of money. Later 
on we had some singing ; Oaspard knew some love ballads 
in our dialect, and by way of conclusion we asked Marie 
for a hymn. She stood up and began at once, her flute- 
like and delicate voice falling like a caress on the ear. 

I had moved towards tiie window, and as Oaspard 
joined me I said, ' There is nothing new over your way, is 
there ? ' 

' No,' he answered ; ' they talk a good deal about the 
heavy rains of the last few days; some say they might 
turn out badly.' 

It had, indeed, recently been raining during sixty con- 
secutive hours, and since the previous day the Oaronne 
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had been greatly swollen ; still we trusted her, and as long 
as she did not overflow we could not think of her as a 
dangerous neighbour. She was so useful, her expanse of 
water was so broad and gentle ; and, moreover, peasants 
do not readily quit their homes even if the roof be about 
to fieill. 

' Nonsense/ I said ; ' nothing will happen ; it's the 
same every year. The river puts up its back as if it were 
in a rage, then it quiets down in a single night, and sub- 
sides as gently as a lamb. Take my word, lad, it's only a 
joke. Just look out of the window, and see what splendid 
weather we are having ! ' 

Then with my hand I pointed to the sky. 

It was seven o'clock ; the sun was setting. All was 
blue ; the sky showed like an immense expanse of azure, 
through which the sunset swam like golden dust. From 
above there slowly descended a delight, reaching to the 
verge of the distant horizon. I had never seen the village 
in such tender restfulness. A pink glow was fading 
under the eaves. I could hear a neighbour laughing and 
children chattering at the bend of the road opposite our 
house ; while from further off the lowing of herds return- 
ing to their sheds reached us, softened by the distance. 

Meanwhile, the deep roar of the Garonne sounded 
incessantly ; but I was so used to the voice of the river that 
it seemed to be merely the voice of silence. By degrees 
the sky whitened, and the village seemed falling into a 
serener sleep. It was the end of a beautiful day, and I 
fancied that all our happiness, our rich harvests, V6ronique's 
engagement, came to us wafted from above, in the purity 
of the dying light. A benediction spread over us with the 
farewell of day. 

I had returned to the centre of the room where the 
girls were chatting merrily, and we were listening to them 
with smiling lips, when suddenly, through the great peace 



I 



120 THE INUNDATION 

of the twilight, an appalling shriek rang out — a shriek of 
terror and of death : 

' The Garonne 1 the Garonne 1 ' 



II 

We ran to the yard. 

Bt. Jory lies at the very bottom of a dip in the land, 
lower than the river, and some five hundred yards away 
from it. A screen of poplars dividing some meadows shuts 
out all view of the water. 

We could see nothing, but the shriek still resounded : 
< The Garonne ! the Garonne ! * 

Then, coming from the road in front of us, two men 
and three women abruptly appeared, one of the latter 
holding a child in her arms. They were shouting, frenzied 
with terror, and running as fast as they could over the 
hard ground. Every now and then they looked back with 
scared faces, as if they were being pursued by a pack o^ 
wolves. 

' What has happened ? ' asked Gyprien. ' Can you make 
out anything, grandfather ? ' 

' No,* I answered ; < the leaves are not even stirring.' 

The low line of the horizon lay still and peaceful, but 
before I had done speaking a cdiarp exclamation broke 
from the others. Behind the fugitives, between the trunks 
of the poplars, over the tall grass, we caught sight of some- 
thing resembling a pack of grey, yellowish spotted animals 
racing onwards. They appeared on all sides — waves 
hurrying upon waves, an invasion of masses of water 
crested with foam, shaking white saliva, and making the 
ground quiver with the heavy gallop of tbdr serried ranks. 

Then we also echoed the despairing cry, ' The Garonne ! 
the Garonne I ' 
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The two men and the three women were still flying 
along the road, and they, could hear the hideous gallop 
gaining upon them. Presently the waves formed in a 
single line, rolling and crashing with the thunder of 
charging battalions. Under their first onset three poplars 
snapped ; their tall foliage tottered and disappeared. Then 
a shed was swallowed up; a wall burst; unharnessed 
carts were carried away like wisps of straw. But the 
water seemed specially to pursue the fugitives. At a 
bend of the road, which is very steep at that particular 
spot, the flood suddenly fell in immense volume, cutting 
off their retreat. We saw them still attempting to run, 
splashing in the water, but silent now and maddened with 
fear. The waves rose to their knees ; at last a huge billow 
dashed upon the woman who was carrying the child. 
Then all were submerged. 

' Quick, quick ! ' I cried. ' Come in ! the house is 
strong. We have nothing to fear.* 

However, out of prudence, we at once ascended to the 
first floor, making the girls pass before us ; I was deter- 
mined to be the last. Our house was built on a bank 
above the road, and the water was now slowly invading 
the yard with a soft little ripple. We were not much 
alarmed. 

' Never mind,' said Jacques reassuringly ; ' there is no 
danger. Do you remember, father, how, in '55, the water 
came into the yard just as it does now ? It rose to a foot, 
and then receded.' 

' It's a pity for the crops, anyhow,' muttered Oyprien, 
half aloud. 

'No, no; it won't be much,' I said, noting the 
dilated, questioning eyes of the women. Aim6e had 
laid her children on her bed and sat close to them with 
Y6ronique and Marie. Aunt Agathe talked of warming 
some wine which she had brought with her, in order to 
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oheer us. Jacques and Rose looked out of one window 
and I stood at the other with my brother Cyprien and 
Gaspard. 

' Come up, can't you ? ' I called to the two maids 
who were paddling about in the yard. ' Don't stop there 
and get your legs wet.' 

< But the poor beasts/ they answered ; ' they are 
frightened and will get killed in the sheds.' 

' Never mind ! Come up. We will look after the cattle 
presently.' 

If the water continued to rise it would be impossible to 
save the cattle, but I thought it best not to alarm the 
servants. I tried to appear quite at ease, and leaning over 
the window-sill I gave an account of the progress of the 
flood. After rushing to the assault of the village, the river 
had taken possession of even its narrowest lanes. The 
race of the charging waves had ceased ; there was now a 
stealthy invincible invasion. The hollow in which St. Jory 
lies was being transformed into a lake. In our yard the 
water had risen to a height of three feet already : I watched 
its ascent, but I affirmed that it remained stationary, and 
once I even hinted that it was subsiding. 

* You will have to sleep here to-night, my boy,' I said, 
turning to Gaspard, ' that is, unless the roads get clear in 
a few hours, which might easily be the case.' 

He looked at me ; his face was very pale, and I saw 
his eyes turn to V^ronique, gleaming the while with intole- 
rable anguish. 

It was now half-past eight. Out of doors it was still 
light — a white glinmier, unspeakably mournful, dropping 
from the pale sky. Before the maids joined us they had 
thought of bringing two lamps. I had them lit, hoping 
that they would brighten the darkening room in which we 
had taken refuge. Aunt Agathe now pushed a table 
forward and suggested a game of cards. The excellent 
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woman, whose eyes sought mine anxiously every now and 
then, was especially desirous of diverting the children : her 
cheerfulness was grandly brave, and she laughed to conjure 
away the terror which she felt was creeping over all the 
others. The game was arranged; Aunt Agathe forced 
Aim^, y^ronique, and Marie into their chairs, placed the 
cards in their resistless fingers, and began shuffling, deal- 
ing, and cutting with such a flow of words that she almost 
stifled the sound of the rising flood. But our daughters 
could not fix their minds on the game ; they remained 
pale, with feverish hands, bending their heads to listen. 
Every now and then one or another of them would tiu:n 
uneasily and whisper : 

' Grandfather, is it still rising ? ' 

It was rising with fearful rapidity, but I answered care- 
lessly, * No, no ; go on playing — there is no danger.' 

Never before had I felt my heart wrung by such cruel 
dread. All the men had grouped themselves in front of 
the windows to shut out the appalling scene ; we tried to 
look unconcerned when our faces were turned to the room, 
fiebcing the lamps whose circular light fell on the table as 
amidst the gentle peace of homely vigils. I remembered 
winter evenings when we had sat thus at that table. It 
was the same quiet picture, full of the soft warmth of affec- 
tion. But while perfect peace dwelt within, I could hear 
behind my back the bellowing of the overflowing river, 
which was ever rising and rushing onward. 

' Louis,' whispered my brother Pierre, ' the water is 
only three feet from the window; something must be 
done.' 

I pressed his arm to silence him, but it was too late to 
conceal our peril. The cattle had become frantic in the 
outhouses : we plainly heard the bleating and lowing of the 
maddened animals, and particularly the wild shrieks of the 
horses who felt themselves in danger. 
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* my God ! my God 1 ' murmured Aim^, who stood 
up, convulsed by a long shudder, and with her closed fists 
pressed to her temples. 

The women had all risen, and we were powerless to 
keep them from the windows ; they stood there erect and 
mute, their hair lifted by a wind of terror. The twilight 
had come ; a treacherous gleam hovered above the watery 
sheet, the pale sky looked like a white pall thrown over the 
earth ; afar off some smoke was trailing ; then everything 
became blurred : it was the close of a day of horror, sinking 
into a night of death. And not a human sound — only the 
dull roar of the infinitely widening expanse of water, and 
the lowing and neighing of the frenzied animals ! 

' God ! God 1 ' repeated the women under their 
breath, as if afraid to speak aloud. 

A loud crash silenced them. The infuriated cattle had 
broken through the stable doors : they passed by in the 
yellow flood, rolling as they were carried away by the 
current ; the sheep were hurled along in droves like dead 
leaves whirling in pools ; the cows and the horses struggled, 
trying to feel the ground but losing their footing ; our big 
grey horse refused to die : he reared, stretched out his long 
neck and panted like the bellows of a forge, till the eager 
waters dashed on his hindquarters, and then we saw him 
yield himself up and ^appear. 

Then for the first time we screamed ; our cries seemed 
to come unconsciously, propelled by some alien will. With 
hands outstretched towards all those dear animals hurried 
away for ever, we moaned and wept, sobbing aloud, giving 
vent to the tears and lamentations we had restrained. It 
was indeed our ruin ! the crops lost, the cattle drowned, our 
fortune gone in a few brief hours ! Oh, God was not just 1 
We had not offended Him, and yet He had taken back all 
He had given ! I shook my fist at Heaven ! I recalled 
our afternoon walk, the meadows, the wheat-fields, the 
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yineyards, all so promising ! They had all lied ! Happi- 
ness had lied ! The very sun, when he had set so gently 
and calmly in the deep serenity of evening, had lied. 

The flood was still rising, and all at once my brother 
Pierre, who had been watching it, exclaimed sharply : 
'Louis, look out! The water has reached the windows. 
We can't stay here.' 

These words broke upon our despair. I pulled myself 
together, and shrugging my shoulders said, 'After all, 
money is nothing. As long as we are all together and safe, 
there is nothing to regret. We must begin work afresh, 
that is all.' 

* Yes, yes — you are right, father,' returned Jacques 
feverishly, ' and we otflre safe — the walls are solid. Let us 
get upon the roof.' 

It was our only refuge. The water, after mounting the 
staircase step by step with a persevering gurgle, was enter- 
ing at the door. We repaired to the loft, keeping close 
together, with the vague instinct which makes people in 
peril anxious to remain side by side. Cyprien alone had 
vanished. I called to him and he came out of an adjoining 
room with a white scared face. Then as I suddenly 
became aware of the absence of the two maids, and 
stopped to wait for them, he looked at me strangely and 
whispered : 

' Dead — the outbuilding where their room was has just 
given way.' 

The poor creatures must have gone to get their savings 
out of their boxes. Cyprien, in the same tone, told me 
that they had managed to throw a ladder across to the 
building where they slept, and had used it as a bridge. I 
warned him to say nothing, but I felt a great chill at the 
back of my neck. It was the breath of death entering our 
house. 

We did not even think of turning out the lamps, when 
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we went up to the roof in our turn ; the cards remained 
spread out on the table ; there was a foot of water in the 
room. 



Ill 



FoRTOMATELT the roof was broad and the incline a gentle 
one. It was reached by a skylight opening on to a little 
platform, upon which our party took refuge. The women 
sat down, and presently the men stepped out on the tiles to 
reconnoitre, going as far as the two tall chimney-stacks at 
either end of the roof. I remained leaning against the 
aperture of the skylight, looking towards the four points of 
the horizon. 

* Help cannot fail to come soon,' I said, with forced hope- 
fulness. ' The folks of Baintin have some boats, and they 
will pass this way. See 1 over there, isn't that a lantern 
on the water ? ' 

I received no answer. Pierre had mechanically lighted 
his pipe, and was smoking so furiously that with every pufif 
he spat out bits of the stem which he had broken between 
his teeth. Jacques and Gyprien stared into the distance 
with mournful faces, while Gaspard, with clenched fists, 
went on pacing the roof as if seeking for some outlet. The 
women, crouching and shuddering at our feet, covered 
their eyes to avoid the terrible sight. Presently, however, 
Bose, raising her head, looked round her. 

'Where are the servants?' she asked. 'Why don't 
they come up ? * 

I pretended not to hear, but she turned to me and fixed 
her eyes on mina 

< Where are the girls ? ' she repeated. 

I turned away. I could not lie to her, and I felt that 
the deadly chill which had already touched me was passing 
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over our wives and daughters. They had understood. 
Marie rose to her full height ; a deep sigh parted her lips ; 
and then sinking down she burst into a passion of tears. 
Aim6e kept the heads of her two children in her lap, 
covering them up with her skirts as if to shield them* 
Y^ronique, who had her face in her hands, remained 
motionless. Aunt Agathe, growing paler, was repeatedly 
making the sign of the Cross and muttering Paters and 
Aves. 

All around us the scene was one of supreme grandeur. 
The night, which had now completely fallen, had the clear 
limpidity of sunmaer darkness. There was no moon as yet, 
but the sky was studded with countless stars, and it was of 
so pure a blue that all the surrounding space was filled 
with an azure light. The horizon was so clearly defined 
that it seemed to harbour the twilight ; and meanwhile 
the immense sheet of water, spreading out under the soft 
skies, became quite white, luminous as with a glow of its 
own, a phosphorescence which tipped the crest of every wave 
with tiny flamelets. Land was nowhere visible, the whole 
plain must have been submerged. One evening, on the 
coast near Marseilles, I had seen the sea looking like this, 
and had remained gazing at it transfixed with admira- 
tion. 

' The water rises, the water rises,' repeated my brother 
Pierre, still biting the stem of his pipe, which he had 
allowed to go out. 

Indeed, the water was now only a yard from the edge 
of the roof. It was losing its tranquillity, its lake-like 
quietude, and currents were forming. When it reached a 
certain height we were no longer sheltered by the rising 
ground before the village ; and as soon as this was covered, 
in less than an hour's time, the flood became threatening, 
lashing the houses with all the wreckage, staved-in barrels 
timbers, and trusses of hay, which it carried on its bosom. 
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In the distance we heard the deafening shocks of the onsets 
against the walls. Poplars snapped and fell with a sinister 
splash, and houses crashed down like cartfuls of stones 
turned over on the roadside. 

Jacques, unnerved by the women's sobs, kept on 
repeating: 'We cannot stop here. Something must be 
done. Father, I implore you, let us try something.' 

Hesitating and stammering, I repeated after him : ' Yes, 
yes, let us try something.' 

And none of us knew what to try. Gaspard proposed 
that he should take V6ronique on his back, and swim away 
with her. Pierre suggested a raft. They were both crazy. 
At last, however, Gyprien said : * If we could only reach 
the church.' 

And indeed high above the flood the church still rose 
up intact with its little square tower. We were separated 
from it by seven dwellings. Our house, the first of the 
village, adjoined a taller building, which in its turn leant 
against its neighbour. It might be feasible to reach the 
presbytery by the roofs, and thence it would be easy to get 
into the church. Many of the villagers had already 
sought that refuge probably, for the neighbouring roofs 
were deserted, and we heard a murmur of voices which 
certainly came from the belfry. But at best it was a 
perilous and uncertain undertaking. 

' It is impossible,' said Pierre. 'Baimbeau's house is 
too lofty ; we should need some ladders.' 

' At any rate, I'll go and see,' said Cyprien. ' If we 
cannot get across I'll return ; if we can we must all go, 
the men carrying the women.' 

I let him start. He was right : situated as we were, 
everything must be attempted. With the help of an iron 
clamp fixed to a chimney-stack he had just succeeded in 
climbing on to the next house when his wife, Aimte, 
raised her eyes, and saw that he was gone. 
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' Where is he ? ' she said. ' I will not let him leave 
xne. We are one — we must die together.' 

Then as she caught sight of him on the other roof 
she darted across the tiles, still carrying her children. 

'Wait for me, Cyprien,' she panted; 'I am coming 
with you. I will die with you.* 

She would not be denied. Her husband, leaning over, 
implored her to remain with us, promising to return, and 
assuring her that he was only acting for our common 
rescue. But, shaking her head, and with a wild look in 
her eyes, she still repeated excitedly : ' I am coming with 
you. I will die with you.* 

He yielded : first he took the children, and then he 
helped his wife to climb up to him. We could see them 
walking slowly on the apex of the roof. Aim6e had again 
taken her weeping children in her arms, and at every 
step Cyprien turned and supported her. 

' As soon as she is in safety,* I shouted, ' come back 
to us.' 

I saw hiTTi wave his hand, but the roar of the water did 
not allow me to hear his answer. They were soon out of 
sight ; they had descended on to the house beyond, the 
roof of which was lower. Five minutes later they again 
appeared to view on the third roof, which must have been 
very steep, for we could see that they were crawling up it 
on their knees. A sudden dread possessed me, and raising 
my hands to my mouth I shouted out with all my 
strength : ' Gome back, come back 1 * 

All of us, Pierre, Jacques, and Gaspard, called to them 
to return ; our voices seemed to stay them for a moment, 
but they soon moved on. They had reached the comer 
where the street turned in front of Baimbeau's house, a 
tall building rising nearly nine feet above all the neigh- 
bouring roofs. For a moment they wavered, and then 
Oyprien began to climb up a chinmey with catlike agility. 

E 
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Aim6e, who had evidently coDsented to wait for him, re- 
mained erect amid the tiles. We could plainly distinguish 
her clasping her babies to her bosom, standing out black 
against the clear sky, and looking much taller than she 
really was. It was then that the awful catastrophe 
began. 

Bambeau's house, originally intended for some business 
purposes, was very flimsily built, and, moreover, its 
frontage received the full shock of the current in the 
street. I fancied I could see it tremble under the onset of 
flood, and with bated breath I watched Cyprien's progress 
along the roof. Suddenly we heard a deep growl. The 
round moon had risen, freely pacing the sky, her yellow 
disc lighting up the immense lake with the clear bright- 
ness of a lamp. Not a single detail was lost to us. That 
growl was the noise of Bambeau's house falling in. A 
scream of terror escaped us as we saw Gyprien sink down. 
In that tempestuous crash we could only see the splashing 
of the waves under the remnants of the roof. Then all 
was calm again, the lake became level once more, with 
the black carcass of the submerged house bristling above 
the water with its snapped floors — a confused mass of 
tangled timbers, looking like the framework of some half- 
destroyed cathedral. Between those timbers I thought I 
could see a body moving, a living form wrestling with 
superhuman efforts. 

' He lives ! ' I cried. ' Ah, blessed be God, he lives ! 
There, above that white sheet of water lit up by the 
moon ! * 

We shook with hysterical laughter and clapped our 
hands for joy, as if all danger had passed away. 

< He will get up again,' said Pierre. 

' Yes, yes,' explained Gaspard. ' See, he is trying to 
catch hold of the beam on his left.' 

But our laughter was suddenly hushed. We remained 
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dumb, silenced by anxiety. We had just realised in what 
an awful position Gyprien now found himself. In the fall 
of the house his feet had been caught between two beams, 
and he was hanging head downwards at a few inches 
above the water, and quite unable to free himself. His 
agony was horrible. On the roof of the other house stood 
Aim6e with her two children, shaken by convulsiye 
shudders. There she remained, a witness of her hus- 
band's death-struggle, never once taking her eyes off him. 
From her rigid lips there came a continuous lugubrious 
sound, like the howl of a dog frenzied by terror. 

' We cannot let him die like that,' said Jacques in dis- 
traction. * We must go to him.' 

< One might crawl down the beams, perhaps,' muttered 
Pierre, ' and disengage him.' 

They were already moving towards the nearest roof 
when the house it covered suddenly shook and crumbled 
in its turn. The way was cut off. Our blood froze in our 
veins. We seized each other's hands and pressed them 
nervously, unable to turn our eyes away from the ghastly 
sight. 

Cyprien had at first attempted to stiffen himself, and 
with extraordinary muscular strength he had finally suc- 
ceeded in getting further away from the water and main- 
taining a sidelong position. But fatigue was mastering 
him : he tried to resist, to lay hold of the beams, beating 
the air with his arms in the hope of finding something to 
which he might cling ; then accepting death, he fell back 
and again hung down quite motionless. Death was slow 
to come ; his hair barely touched the water, which was 
patiently rising— he must have felt its coolness on his head. 
A first wave wetted his brow, another closed his eyes — 
slowly his head vanished from our view. 

The women, huddled at our feet, hid their faces with 
their clasped hands. We fell on our knees with out- 
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stretched arms, stammering supplications and czying 
bitterly. On the other roof Aimte, still erect, with her 
children close pressed to her bosom, shrieked still louder 
and louder amid the night. 



IV 

I OANNOT tell how long the stupor of that crisis lasted. 
When I recovered my senses the water was higher still ; it 
now reached the tiles, and our roof was only a narrow 
island barely emerging from the immense watery expanse. 
On the right and left the houses had fallen. The sea was 
widening on all sides. 

' We are moving,' whispered Bose, as she clutched at 
the tiles. 

And, indeed, we all felt a pitching motion, as if the 
roof had changed into a floating raft ; the heavy swell 
seemed to carry us along. It was only by turning to the 
motionless church tower that we got rid of this delusion, 
and realised that we were on the same spot amid the 
angry surf. 

It was then that fche siege began in earnest. The 
current so far had followed the street, but the increasing 
wreckage that barred the way now caused it to flow 
back. A furious onset commenced. As soon as a jdank 
or beam passed within the current's grasp it was seized, 
swung round, and hurled like a ram against our house ; 
the water never loosened its grasp ; the current sucked the 
wreckage back merely to launch it again at our walls, which 
it assailed with regularly repeated blows. Sometimes 
ten or twelve large pieces of wood would'attack us at once on 
all sides. The water hissed, foamy splashes wetted our feet. 
We heard the dull moan of the sonorous house filling with 
water, and the creaking of the broken partitions; and 
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whenever a more savage assault made the whole building 
quiver, we fancied that it was all over — that the walls were 
opening and giving us up to the river through their yawn- 
ing breaches. 

Gaspard, who had ventured to the very edge of the 
roof, succeeded in catching a passing beam, which he 
dragged out of the water with his powerful athletic arms. 

< We must defend ourselves,' he shouted. 

Then Jacques, with the assistance of Pierre, en- 
deavoured to stop a long pole. I cursed my old age, 
which left me useless and as weak as a child. However, 
the defence was being organised ; it was the fight of three 
men against the flood. Gaspard, armed with his beam, 
waited for the passing timbers which the current turned 
into battering rams, and kept them off at some little dis- 
tance from the walls. The shock at times was so great 
that he fell down. Meantime Pierre and Jacques were 
manoeuvring with their long pole, shoving away the nearer 
wreckage. 

This fierce and senseless battle lasted during nearly an 
hour. As the time passed the combatants grew wildly 
excited : they beat the water, insulted it, and swore at it. 
Gaspard hacked at it as if in a bodily struggle, lunged 
out with his beam as if he were trying to pierce a human 
breast. And all this time the water remained quietly 
obstinate, without a wound — invincible. Jacques and 
Pierre at last sank down on the roof exhausted, and 
Gaspard, while making a final effort, saw the current 
wrest his beam from his grasp and hurl it against us. The 
struggle had become impossible. 

Marie and V^ronique, clasped in each other's arms, 
were repeating the same words in broken tones — ^words of 
terror the echo of which still sounds incessantly in my 
ears : ' I will not die 1 I will not die 1 ' 

Rose embraced them both, trying to reassure and comfort 
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them ; but at last she herself, trembling and shivering, 
lifted her white fiB.ce and unconsoionsly cried aloud, ' I will 
not die 1 ' 

Aunt Agathe alone remained quite silent. She had 
ceased praying and crossing herself. In a sort of dumb 
stupor she now let her eyes wander over the scene — and 
whenever they chanced to meet mine, she still attempted a 
smile. 

The water was lapping the tiles. No help could reach 
us now. We still heard the sound of voices issuing from 
the church — two lanterns had gleamed for an instant in 
the distance, then again the silence deepened amid the 
desolate immensity of the yellow expanse. In all pro- 
bability the people of Saintin who owned some boats had 
been surprised by the flood before us. 

Oaspard was still wandering about the roof; and 
suddenly he called to us, saying : ' Look out 1 Help me 
— hold me tight 1 ' 

He had again snatched hold of a passing timber, and 
was lying in wait for a huge black mass which was slowly 
swimming towards us. It was the broad, solid plank-roof 
of a shed, wrenched away entire, and floating like a raft. 
When it came within reach Gaspard arrested it, and feeling 
that he was being dragged off he called to us to help him. 
We seized him round the waist and clasped him tight. 
As soon as the wreck entered the current it advanced of its 
own accord against our roof, coming forward with so much 
violence that for a moment we feared we should see it fly 
asunder. 

However, Gaspard boldly jumped upon this raft thus 
sent to us by Providence : he walked all over it to make 
sure of its strength, while Jacques and Pierre maintained 
it in position at the edge of our roof. Then he began to 
laugh, and said exultingly, *• You see, grandfather, we are 
saved. Come, you women, leave off crying I It is as good 
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as a real boat. Look here, my feet are dry. It can oarry 
as all, too. It feels like home already.' 

However, he thought it better to strengthen it, and 
securing some more beams he bound them with some ropes 
which Pierre had happened to bring up with him on the 
chance of their being wanted. While thus engaged, 
Gaspard once fell overboard, but he soon came up again, 
and answered our cry of alarm with renewed hilarity. 

' The Garonne knows me,' he laughed ; ' I have often 
swum it for a league at a time.' Then when he had got 
on the roof again he shook himself and exclaimed, ' Oome 
aboard — there's no time to lose 1 ' 

The women had fallen on their knees, and Gaspard had 
to carry V^ronique and Marie to the middle of the raft, 
where he made them sit down. Bose and Agathe slipped 
off the tiles imaided and joined the girls. At that moment 
I again glanced towards the church. Aim^e was still on 
the same roof, only she was now leaning against a chimney- 
stack, holding her children aloft with rigidly uplifted arms. 
The water had risen to her waist. 

* Do not worry, grandfeither,' said Gaspard. ' I promise 
you that we'll pick her up as we pass by.' 

Pierre and Jacques were already on the raft. I jumped 
after them. It tilted over a little on one side, but seemed 
strong enough to carry us all. Gaspard was the last to 
leave the roof, and gave each of us one of the poles which 
he had in readiness to be used as oars, he himself keeping 
a very ^ong one, which he handled with great dexterity. 
He had taken command, and by his instructions we aJl 
pressed against the tiles with our poles, trying to shove off. 
But our efforts were fruitless : the raft seemed to adhere 
to the roof ; at every fresh attempt we made the current 
hurled us back against the house. We were incurring 
great danger, for every fresh shock threatened to shatter 
the boards on which we stood. 
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Once more we became conscious of our impotenoy. 
We had thought ourselves saved, but we still belonged to 
the greedy river. I even began to regret that the women 
had left the roof, for I expected, every minute, to see them 
hurled into the furious water and carried away. But when 
I suggested that we should return to the house they one 
and all rebelled. 

*• No, no, let us try again,' they pleaded, ' or die here.' 

Oaspard was not laughing now. We multiplied our 
efforts, weighing on the poles with feverish strength, but 
all in vain. At last Pierre had an idea. He climbed on 
to the roof again, and with a long rope managed to pull 
the raft to the left and get it out of the current. Then 
after he had jumped on to the raft again a few strokes of 
our poles enabled us to get into the open. 

But Gaspard remembered his promise to rescue my 
poor Aim^e, whose plaintive wail had not once ceased. To 
effect the rescue it was necessary to cross the street where 
raged that terrible current against which we had fought so 
desperately. He cast a questioning look at me. I was 
overcome. Never had I been placed in so cruel an alterna- 
tive. Eight lives must be endangered, and yet, if for their 
sakes I hesitated just one moment, I lacked the strength 
to resist the mother's lugubrious call. 

' Yes, yes,' I said to Oaspard. ' We cannot go without 
her.' 

He bent his head in silence and began to ply his pole, 
taking advantage of such walls as were still standing. We 
slowly skirted the adjoining house, passing over our own 
cow-sheds, but as soon as we turned the bend of the street 
we shrieked aloud. The current had captured us again, 
and was carrying'us off, forcing us back to our roof. 

It lasted only a few seconds. We were indeed whirled 
away so suddenly that the screams we immediately raised 
expired amid the deafening crash of the raft against the tiles. 
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It was rent asunder, the shivered boards were scattered, 
and we were hurled into the foaming whirlpool. I do not 
know what followed. I only remember that as I fell I saw 
Aunt Agathe lying at full length on the water buoyed up 
by her skirts. Then without a struggle she slowly sank, 
her head thrown backwards. 

A sharp pain made me open my eyes. Pierre was 
dragging me by the hair along the tiles. I remained lying 
there stupefied, with open eyes. Pierre had left me to dive 
again, and in the confusion of my mind I thought it strange 
when I espied Oaspard on the spot just vacated by my 
brother. The young man had V^ronique in his arms. He 
laid her near me, plunged in again, and brought up Marie, 
who was so white, rigid, and motionless that I thought her 
dead. Then for the third time he threw himself into the 
water, but now he sought in vain and returned empty- 
handed. Pierre had joined him : they were talking low, 
and I could not hear what they said. As they were coming, 
seemingly quite exhausted, up the ineline of the roof I 
moaned out — ' And Aunt Agathe, and Jacques, and Eose ? ' 

They shook their heads ; big tears were welling in their 
eyes. From the brief, husky words they spoke, I gathered 
that Jacques' brains had been dashed out by a passing 
beam. Bose had clung to her husband's corpse and been 
dragged away with it. As for Aunt Agathe, she had not 
reappeared ; we presumed that her body, driven forward by 
the current, had entered the house beneath us through one 
of the open windows. 

Baising myself up, I turned towards the chimney-stack 
which Aim^ had been clutching hold of a few moments 
previously. The flood had risen higher still ; Aim6e was 
no longer wailing ; I only saw her two stiffened arms holding 
the children above the water. Then all collapsed : the sheet 
of water closed over her arms and her babes amid the 
sleepy glimmer of the full moon. 
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Thebb were now only five of us on the roof. The water 
had left us but a narrow dry strip on the crest of the tiles. 
One of the chinmey-staoks had been swept away. We 
had to raise Y^ronique and Marie, who had fainted, and 
keep them erect, to prevent the surf from wetting their 
legs. At last they regained consciousness, and our anguish 
increased as we saw them shivering in their soaked gar- 
ments, and heard them wailing that they would not die. 
We comforted them as one quiets children, assuring them 
that they were not going to die ; that we would prevent 
Death from taking them. But they no longer believed us ; 
they realised that their life was nearly spent. Each time 
that the word ' die ' fell like a knell from their lips their 
teeth chattered, and mutual dread threw them into each 
other's arms. 

It was the end. A few ruined walls marked here and 
there the spot where the submerged village had stood. 
The church, alone intact, raised its belfry on high, and a 
sound of voices still proceeded from it, telling of people 
who were safely sheltered. In the distance the vast over- 
flow of the raging waters roared continuously. We no 
longer heard the crash of crumbling houses, resembling 
the rough unloading of gravel on a road. The wreck was 
forsaken as if it were in mid-ocean, a thousand miles from 
land. 

Once we fancied that we detected a splash of oars on 
our left : it was Uke a rhythmical gentle beat growing 
clearer and nearer. Ah 1 what a hopeful music it seemed ! 
We craned our necks forward to question space. We held 
our breath. But we saw nothing. The yellow expanse 
stretched out, spotted with black shadowy things, but none 
of those things, crests of trees, fragments of shattered 
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walls, were stirring. Tufts of herbage, empty barrels, 
planks, brought us delusive joys. We waved our handker- 
chiefs, till, recognising our error, we again became the 
prey of anxiety, wondering whence came the sound that 
ever fell upon our ears. 

*• Ah, I see it 1 * suddenly cried Oaspard ; ' a large boat 
— look I over there.' 

And with his outstretched arm he pointed to a distant 
spot. Neither Pierre nor I could distinguish anything, 
but Gaspard obstinately insisted that it was a boat. The 
strokes of the oars became more distinct, and finally we 
all saw it. It was moving slowly, and seemed to be 
circling round us without drawing any nearer. I remem- 
ber that we then became almost mad, waving our arms, 
raving, shouting, insanely apostrophising the boat, insult- 
ing it, and calling it a coward. The craft, still silent and 
dark, appeared to turn more slowly. Was it really a 
boat ? I cannot tell ; I only know that when we realised 
that it was gone, we felt that it had carried our last hope 
away. 

After that we expected every second to be engulfed in 
the fall of the house. By this time it must be under- 
mined, and was probably only held up by some stouter 
wall, which would drag down the whole building when it 
gave way. What especially terrified me was to feel the 
roof sinking under our weight ; the house might possibly 
have resisted all night, but the tiles were loosened and 
broken by the attacking beams. We took refuge on the 
left, where the rafters seemed to be less impaired, but even 
there they soon seemed to weaken, and would infallibly 
yield if the five of us remained huddled together on so 
narrow a space. 

For the last few moments my brother Pierre had 
mechanically placed his pipe between his lips again. He 
was twisting his thick, military-looking moustache, and 
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mattering confusedly, with his dark brows knit. The 
increasing peril which surrounded us on all sides, and 
against which there was no possible fighting, made him 
more and more irritated. He had two or three times spat 
into the water with angry contempt ; then, as we were 
sinking more and more, he made up his mind, and walked 
down the slope of the roof. 

' Pierre 1 Pierre 1 ' I cried, afraid to understand. 

He turned and answered quietly, 'Good-bye, Louis; 
this lasts too long to suit me, and my going will give you 
more room.* 

Then, having thrown his pipe into the water, he reso- 
lutely flung himself after it, addiug: 'Oood-night; I've 
had enough of it T 

He did not rise again ; he was but an indifferent 
swimmer, and no doubt he surrendered himself to the 
flood, broken-hearted by our ruin, the loss of those he 
loved, and feeling unwilling to survive them. 

Two o'clock struck at the church tower. The night 
was almost over ; that horrible night, so full of agony and 
tears. The dry strip under our feet was gradually becom- 
ing smaller. There was a soft gurgle of running water, 
with little caressing wavelets playing and tossing. Then 
again the current changed ; the wreckage was carried to 
the right of the village, floating lazily along, as if the 
flood, now seemingly about to reach its greatest height, 
were resting, weary and satisfied. 

All at once Gaspard removed his shoes and coat. 
During the last moment or two I had watched him 
wringing his hands and crushing his fingers. In answer 
to my question he said : ' Listen, grandfather. It kills me 
to wait here. I cannot stop any longer. Let me act — I 
can save her 1 ' 

He was alluding to V^ronique. I attempted to 
reason with him, saying that he would never be strong 
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enongh to swim with the girl as fiar as the ohurch« But 
he obstinately insisted, repeating : ' I love her — I shall 
save her 1 ' 

I remained silent, simply drawing Marie to my breast. 
He thought no doubt that I was reproaching him with his 
lover-like selfishness. 

' I will come back for Marie,' he stammered ; ' I swear 
it. I will find a boat somehow, and manage to get help. 
Trust me, grandfather 1 ' 

He stripped, merely retaining his trousers, and then in 
a low and hurried voice he gave some urgent advice to 
y^ronique, telling her not to struggle, but to yield herself 
to him, and, above all, not to get alarmed. The girl stared 
at him, and huskily answered ' Yes * to each sentence he 
spoke. 

At last, having made the sign of the Cross, although 
he was not habitually devout, he let himself slide down 
the roof, holding Y^ronique by a rope which he had 
passed under her arms. She gave a loud scream, beat the 
water with her limbs, and fainted away. 

' It is best so 1 ' shouted Oaspard. ' Now I can answer 
for her.' 

With unspeakable anguish I watched their progress. 
On the white water I easily discerned Gaspard's slightest 
movements : he supported the girl by means of the rope 
which he had also twined around himself, and he had 
thrown her partially across his right shoulder. Her dead 
weight occasionally made him sink, but he rallied, swim- 
ming on with supernatural energy. 

I was getting hopeful, for he had abeady covered one- 
third of the distance, when he struck against some 
obstacle — some wall hidden below the water's surface. 
The shock was appalling; they both disappeared. Then 
I saw Oaspard rise alone; the rope had broken. He 
plunged twice, and finally he reappeared, again carrying 
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Vironique. He slung her upon his baok, but as the 
supporting rope was gone, she weighed him down more 
heavily than before. In spite of this he had still advanc- 
ing. A moment later, as they neared the church, I began 
to tremble violently; then suddenly I attempted to call 
out, for I had caught sight of some floating timber coming 
upon them sideways. My mouth remained wide open — a 
second concussion parted them ; then the waters met again, 
but they were gone. 

From that moment I remained stupefied, retaining 
merely the animal instinct of self-preservation, and shrink- 
ing back whenever the water gained on me. Amidst this 
stupor I continued hearing a sound of laughter without 
understanding whence it came. The day was rising in a 
great white dawn ; the air was pleasant, very fresh and 
very calm, as it is beside a mere before the sunrise. But 
laughter still rang out, and on turning round I saw Marie 
standing near me in her dripping garments. It was she 
who was laughing 1 

How sweet and gentle she looked, poor darling, amid 
the advent of the morning 1 I saw her stoop, take a little 
water in the hollow of her palm and bathe her face. Then 
she twisted her rich golden hair and bound it round her 
head. She was dressing : she fancied herself back in her 
little room preparing for church on a Sunday morning, 
while the bells were ringing merrily ; and still she laughed 
her childish laughter, with a happy fekce and serene clear 
eyes. 

Her madness was contagious, for I began to laugh 
with her ; terror had demented her, and it was a mercy 
vouchsafed by Heaven, for she seemed conscious only of 
the enchanting beauty of the spring-tide dawn. 

I watched her quietly, nodding gently, and without 
comprehending. She went on with her toilet till she 
considered herself ready to start, and then raising her 
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pure crystalline voice she began to sing one of her 
{ftvourite hymns. Presently, however, she stopped, and, as 
if answering a call which she alone could hear, she cried : 
' I am coming 1 I am coming 1 ' 

Then resuming her chant she descended the incline 
of the roof, and stepped into the water, which softly, 
tenderly closed over her without shock or struggle. 
For myself, I continued to smile, looking with a happy, 
contented face on the spot where she had disappeared. 

After that I do not remember. I was quite alone on 
the roof, the water touching me. A single chimney-stack 
remained standing, and I think I must have clung to it 
with all my strength, like an animal who refuses to perish. 
Beyond that I know nothing — nothing — all is black and 
vacant in my mind. 



VI 

Why am I here ? I have been told that the people of 
Saintin arrived at about six o'clock with their boats, and 
found me in a dead faint hanging on to the chimney. 
The water had been so cruel as not to take me away with 
those I loved while I remained unconscious of my bereave- 
ment. 

I — the old one — have obstinately lived on. All the 
others are gone, the children in swaddling-clothes, the 
girls and their lovers, the young and the old married 
couples. And yet I remain living like a coarse dry weed 
rooted to the stones. If I had the courage, I would do 
what Pierre did. Like him, I would say, ' Good-night, I 
have had enough of this,' and then I would fling myself 
into the Oaronne, following the course that all the others 
have taken. I have not one child left me ; my house is a 
ruin ; my fields lie waste. Oh, for the nights when we all 
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sat at the table, the elders in the oentre, the young ones in 
a row, when their merriment warmed my blood 1 Oh, for 
the grand days of harvest and vintage, when we all 
toiled together and came home in the gloaming, exultant 
in the pride of our wealth 1 Oh, for the handsome 
children and the fedr vines, the lovely girls and the golden 
com, the joy of my old age, the living reward of my whole 
life ! Now that all this is dead and gone, tell me, Ood ! 
why wilt Thou have me stay ? 

I cannot be comforted. I want no help. I shall give 
my land to those of the village folk who possess children — 
for they will have the heart to clear it and till it afresh. 
Those who have no children need but a comer wherein to 
die. 

I have had one wish, a last desire— I wanted to find 
the corpses of my dear ones and to bury them in our 
churchyard, under a stone which would some day cover 
me also. I heard that a great many bodies which had 
been washed away by the river had been recovered at 
Toulouse ; so I started to go and see them. 

Was there ever so ghastly a scene? Nearly two 
thousand houses destroyed, seven hundred victims, all the 
bridges swept away, a whole district of the city razed, 
drowned in the mud ; poignant tragedies, twenty thousand 
wretches half naked and dying of starvation, the town 
poisoned by the stench of unburied corpses, and terrified 
by the fear of typhus. And mourning everywhere, funerals 
in all the streets, distress such as no alms could allay. 
But I walked on among the ruins of others, regardless of 
aught save my own — my own dear dead, the thought of 
whom weighed me down. 

People told me that many bodies had been found, and 
that they had already been buried in long rows in the 
cemetery. However, the precaution had been taken to 
photograph the unrecognised ones. It was among the 



THE INUNDATION 145 

piteous portraits shown me that I came across those of 
Gaspard and Y^ronique. The lovers were still clasped 
in a passionate embrace; they had given and received 
their nuptial kiss in death. They clung to each other so 
closely, mouth pressed to mouth, and arms entwined, that 
it would have been impossible to part them without 
breaking their limbs. So they had been photographed 
together, and they slept united beneath the sod. 

And that is all I have left, that horrible picture of 
those two fair children, disfigured and swollen by the 
water, but still bearing on their livid faces the imprint of 
their heroic love. I gaze upon them and I weep. 



NAIS MICOULIN 



DuBiNO the fruit season a brown-skmned little girl with 
bushy black hair used to come every month to the house 
of Monsieur Bostand, a lawyer of Aix, in Provence, bringing 
with her a huge basket of apricots or peaches, so heavy 
that she had hardly strength enough to carry it. She 
would wait in the large entrance-hall, whither all the 
family went to greet her. 

* So it's you, Nais,' the lawyer would say. * You've 
brought us some fruit, eh? Come, you're a good girl. 
And how is your father ? ' 

'Quite well, sir,' replied the Httle girl, showing her 
white teeth. 

Then Madame Bostand would take her into the kitchen 
and ask her about the olives, the almonds, and the vines. 
But the most important question was whether there had 
been any rain at L'Estaque, where the Bostands' estate 
was situated, a place called La Blancarde, which was 
cultivated by the Micoulins. There were but a few dozen 
almond and olive trees, but the question of rain was none 
the less an important one in this province, where every- 
thing perishes from drought. 

< There have been a few drops,' Nais would say. < The 
vines want more.' 
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Then, having imparted her news, she ate a piece of 
bread and some scraps of meat, and set out again for 
L'Estaque in a butcher's cart which came to Aix every 
fortnight. Frequently she brought some shell-fish, a 
lobster, a fine eel, for Micoulin fished more than he tilled 
the ground. When she came during the holidays, 
Fr^d^ric, the lawyer's son, used to rush into the kitchen to 
tell her that the family would soon take up their quarters 
at> La Blancarde, and that she must get some nets and 
lines ready. He was almost like a brother to her, for they 
had played together as children. Since the age of twelve, 
however, she had called him ' Monsieur Fr6d6ric,' out of 
respect. Every time old Micoulin heard her speak fami- 
liarly to the young man he boxed her ears, but in spite of 
this the two children were sworn allies. 

' Don't forget to mend the nets,' repeated the school- 
boy. 

* No fear. Monsieur Fr6d6ric,' replied Naas. * They'll 
be ready for you.' 

Monsieur Bostand was very wealthy. He had bought 
a splendid seignorial mansion in the Bue du College at a 
very low price. The H6tel de Coiron, built during the 
latter part of the seventeenth century, had twelve windows 
in its frontage, and contained enough rooms to house a 
religious order. Amid those vast rooms the family, con- 
sisting of five persons, including the two old servants, 
seemed lost. The lawyer occupied merely the first floor. 
For ten years he had tried, without success, to let the 
ground and second floors, and finally he had decided to 
lock them up, thus abandoning two-thirds of the house to 
the spiders. Echoes like those of a cathedral resounded 
through the empty sonorous mansion at the least noise in 
the entrance-hall, an enormous hall^with a staircase from 
which one could easily have obtained ^sufiicient material to 
build a modern dwelling. 

Ii2 
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Immediately after his purchase, Monsieur Rostand had 
divided the grand drawing-room into two offices, hy means 
of a partition. It was a room thirty-six feet long hy 
twenty-four hroad, lighted by six windows. Of one of the 
two parts he had formed his own private room, the other 
being allotted to his clerks. The first floor contained four 
other apartments, the smallest of which measured twenty 
feet by fifteen. Madame Bostand, Fr6d^ric, and the two 
old servants had bedrooms as lofty as churches. The 
lawyer had been forced, for convenience' sake, to convert 
an old boudoir into a kitchen ; for at an earlier stage, when 
they had made use of the kitchen on the ground floor, the 
food, after passing through the chilly atmosphere of the 
entrance-hall and staircase, had come to table quite cold. 
To make matters worse, the gigantic apartments were 
furnished in the most sparing manner. In the lawyer's 
private room an ancient suite of furniture, upholstered in 
green Utrecht velvet, and of the stiff and comfortless- 
looking Empire style, did its best to fill up the space, with 
its sofa and eight chairs ; a little round table, belonging 
to the same period, looked like a toy in that immensity ; 
on the chinmey-piece there was nothing beyond a horrible 
modem marble clock between two vases, whilst the tiled 
fldor, looking much the worse for age, showed a dirty red. 
The bedrooms were more empty still. The whole house 
brought home to one the tranquil disdain which Southern 
families — even the richest of them — display for comfort 
and luxury, in that happy land of the sun, where life is 
mainly spent out of doors. The Bostands were certainly 
not conscious of the sad, mortal chilliness which brooded 
over those huge rooms, mainly though the scantiness and 
poverty-stricken aspect of the furniture. 

Yet the lawyer was a shrewd man. His father had 
left him one of the best practices in Aix, and he had 
managed to improve it considerably by displaying an 
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amount of activity rare in that land of indolence. Small, 
brisk, weasel-faced, his sole thought was of his work. No 
other matters troubled his brain ; he never even looked at 
a paper during the rare hours of idleness he spent at his 
club. His wife, on the contrary, had the reputation of 
being one of the cleverest and most accomplished women 
in the town. She was a De Yillebonne, a fact which 
invested her with a certain amount of dignity, in spite of 
her mSsalUance, But she was strait-laced to such a 
point, she practised her religious duties with such bigoted 
fortitude, that she had, as it were, become shrivelled up by 
the methodical life she led. 

As for Fr^^ric, he grew up between his busy father 
and rigid mother. During his schoolboy days he was a 
dunce of the first water, trembling before his mother, but 
having such a distaste for work that he would often sit in 
the drawing-room during the evening poring for hours over 
his bool{0 without reading a single line, his mind wander- 
ing, whilst his parents imagined from the look of him that 
he was preparing his lessons. Irritated by his laziness, 
they put him to board at the college ; but he then worked 
less than ever, being less looked after than at home, and 
delighted to feel that he was no longer under his parents' 
stem eyes. Accordingly, alarmed by the airs of liberty 
which he put on, they took him away, in order to have 
him under their ferule again. So narrowly did they look 
after him that he was forced to work : his mother ex- 
amined his exercises, made him repeat his lessons, and 
mounted guard over him unremittingly like a gendarme. 
Thanks to this supervision, Fr^^ric £Edled but twice in 
passing the examination for his degree. 

Aix is celebrated for its law school, and young Bostand 
was naturally sent to it. In that ancient town the popula- 
tion is largely composed of barristers, notaries, and 
solicitors practising at the Appeal Court. A youth takes 
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a law degree as a matter of course, following it up or not 
as he pleases. So Fr^^ric remained at the college, work- 
ing as little as possible, but trying to make his parents 
believe that he was working a great deal. Madame 
Bostand, to her great sorrow, had been forced to give him 
more liberty. He now went out when he chose in the 
daytime, and was only expected to be at home to meals. 
He had, however, to be in by nine o'clock in the evening, 
except on those days when he was allowed to go to the 
theatre. Thus began that country student's life, so full 
of vice when it is not entirely devoted to work. 

A person must know Aix, be acquainted with the quiet 
grass-grown streets, the state of torpor which enwraps the 
whole town, in order to understand the purposeless life 
which the students lead there. Those who work can 
manage to kill time over their books ; but those who 
refuse to exert themselves steadily have no other places 
where they can while away their leisure save the caf6s and 
other resorts, where people gamble and drink, and call it 
' seeing life.' Thus Fr6d6ric soon became an inveterate 
gambler : he passed the greater part of his evenings at 
cards, and finished them elsewhere. When he found his 
evenings too short for him he managed, by stealing a key 
of the house door, to have all night as well. In this way 
his years of probation passed pleasantly enough. 

Fr6d^ric had sense enough to see that he must play 
the part of a tractable son. The hypocrisy of a child 
curbed by fear had little by little grown upon him. His 
mother now declared herself satisfied; he took her to 
church, behaved most properly with her, told her with the 
greatest calmness the most unheard-of lies, which she 
believed, thanks to his air of candour. And so clever did 
he become in this respect that he never allowed himself to 
be outwitted, being always ready with an excuse, always 
prepared in advance with the most extraordinary stories in 
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support of his statements. He paid his gaming debts with 
money borrowed from his cousins, and his pecuniary trans- 
actions would have filled a book. Once, after an unhoped- 
for stroke of good luck, he was able to turn a dream he 
had of spending a week in Paris into reality, by getting 
himself invited thither by a friend who had a little estate 
near the Durance. 

Fr6d6ric was a fine young fellow, tall, with regular 
features, and a black beard. Bis vices made him good 
company, especially with ladies. He was quoted for his 
good manners. Those who knew his goings on smiled a 
little, but, as he had the sense to throw a veil over this 
side of his life, he came in for a certain amount of credit 
for not making an exhibition of his excesses, as did other 
students who were the scandal of the town. 

Fr^d^ric was nearly twenty-one, and was soon to pass 
his last examination. His father, who was still young 
and not inclined as yet to hand his practice over to him, 
talked of making him enter the magistrature to begin 
with. He had friends in Paris to whom he could apply to 
get him an appointment as pubhc prosecutor's assessor. 
The young man raised no objection ; for he never openly 
opposed his parents ; but a certain expressive smile on his 
face betokened his firm determination to prolong the 
pleasant existence which suited him so well. He knew 
that his fiftther was rich, that he was his only son, so why 
should he trouble himself ? In the meantime he smoked 
his cigar on the Promenade, gambled in the neighbouring 
caf6s, and paid his attentions to a variety of damsels, 
though all this did not prevent him from holding himself 
at his mother's orders, and loading her with attentions. 
At times when he felt out of sorts he stayed at home in 
the huge gloomy mansion in the Bue du College, and 
enjoyed delicious repose. The emptiness of the rooms, 
the sense of constraint perceptible on every side, seemed 
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to him to possess a soothing influence. There he col- 
lected himself afresh, making his mother believe that he 
was stopping at home for her sake, until the day when, 
health and appetite having returned, he devised some fresh 
escapade. In one word, he waiB the best fellow in the 
world, so long as his pleasures were not interfered with. 

Every year, however, Nais cam^ to the Bostands with 
her fish and fruit, and every year she grew. She was of 
the same age as FrM6ric, or, to be correct, she was just 
three months older. Madame Bostand would often say to 
her: 

' What a big girl you are growing, Naos 1 ' 

And Nais would smile, showing her white teeth. As a 
rule, Fr^d^ric was not there; but one day, during the 
last year of his probation, he was going out, when he 
found Naas standing in the hall with her basket. He 
stopped short in astonishment. He did not recognise 
the girl, though he had seen her only the year before 
at La Blancarde. Nais was looking superb, with her dark 
face beneath a swarthy covering of thick black hair, 
her broad shoulders, her supple waist, and her magni- 
ficent arms, of which the bare wrists were exposed. In a 
single year she had grown like a young tree. 

< You I ' said he, in a hesitating voice. 

' Tes, Monsieur Fr^6ric,* replied Nais, looking him in 
the face with her big eyes, in which a sombre fire 
smouldered. ' I've brought some sea-urchins. When are 
you coming ? Shall I get the nets ready ? ' 

He was still looking at her, and muttering, as if he had 
not heard her speak : ' How handsome you are, Nais t 
What is there in you ? ' 

The compliment made her smile. Then, as he took 
her hands playfally, as he had done in the days gone by, 
she became serious, and said in a hoarse whisper : < No, 
no ; not here. Take care 1 here comes your mother.' 
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II 

A FOBTNiGHT later the Bostand family started for La 
Blancarde. The lawyer had to rest during the vacation, 
and September was a charming month at the seaside. 
The great heat was past, and the nights were deliciously 
cool. 

La Blancarde was not actually in L'Estaque, a village 
situated on the extreme outskirts of Marseilles, and 
nestling among the rocks which bound the bay. The 
house was built on a cliff overlooking the village, and its 
yellow walls, glistening amongst the pines, could be seen 
from any part of the bay. It was one of those heavy 
square buildings, pierced with irregular windows, and 
called ' chSiteaux ' in Provence. In front of the house a 
broad terrace extended, rising almost perpendicularly 
above the pebbly beach. Behind, there was a vast en- 
closure of poor land, upon which nothing but a few vines, 
almond or olive trees would grow. One of the incon- 
veniences, indeed, one of the dangers, of La Blancarde 
was the fact that the sea was gradually eating away the 
cliff ; infiltrations, proceeding from neighbouring springs, 
were constantly at work in that softening mountain of clay 
and rock ; and every year enormous masses fell away, 
being precipitated with a deafening crash into the sea. 
The property was thus becoming smaller and smaller ; the 
pines had already begun to fall. 

The Miooulins had been settled at La Blancarde for 
forty years. According to the Proven9al custom, they 
cultivated the land and shared the crops with the land- 
lord. These crops were scanty, and they would have died 
of starvation if, during the summer, they had not turned 
their attention to the sea. Between tilling and sowing 
there came an interval of fishing. The family consisted 
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of Micoulin, a stem old man, with a black and seamy 
bee, before whom the others trembled ; of his wife, a tall 
woman, whose intellect was dolled by hard toil in the 
blazing sun ; of a son, who at that time was serving on 
board the Arrogant^ man-of-war; and of Nais, whom her 
father, in spite of her numerous tasks at home, sent to 
work at a tile manufactory. Barely did the sound of a 
laugh or a song enliven the tenants' dwelling, a hovel 
built against one of the sides of La Blancarde. Micoulin, 
buried in his reflections, preserved gloomy silence. The 
two women exhibited towards him that cringing respect 
which Southern wives and daughters always display for 
the head of the family. It was not often that silence was 
broken, except it were by the mother's calls, as she stood 
with her hands on her hips, her throat ready to burst, 
shouting out the name of Nais whenever her daughter 
disappeared. Nais heard her a mile away, and returned 
home pale with stifled anger. 

The handsome Nais, as they call her at L'Estaque, 
was by no means happy. At the age of sixteen, Micoulin, 
on the slightest provocation, would strike her so roughly 
in the face as to make the blood fly from her nose ; and 
even now, in spite 'of her twenty years, her bruised 
shoulders bore the marks of her father's brutality for 
weeks together. Not that he was cruel ; he simply exer- 
cised a rigorous rule, insisting on implicit obedience, 
having in his blood the old Roman feeling of authority 
over his own family — the authority of life and death. One 
day Nais, on being unmercifully thrashed, dared to raise 
her hand to defend herself, and her father came near 
killing her. After a correction of this kind, the girl 
would throw herself trembling into a dark comer, and, 
with dry eyes, brood over the insult. Black rage would 
hold her there mute for hours together, gloating over 
revenge, which lay beyond her power. It was her father's 
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blood which rose within her — his blind passion, his furious 
determination to be the master. When she saw her 
trembling and submissive mother humble herself before 
Micoulin, she looked at her with scorn. She would often 
say, * If I'd a husband like that, I'd kill him.' 

And yet Nais preferred those days when she was 
beaten, for this violence was a diversion. At other times 
she led such a dreary, monotonous life that it almost 
killed her. Her father forbade her to go down to 
L'Estaque, keeping her constantly at work at home ; even 
when she had nothing to do, it was his will that she 
should stay there beneath his eye. Accordingly, she 
looked forward impatiently to September ; for as soon as 
the family took up their quarters at La Blancarde 
Micoulin's surveillance necessarily became less strict, and 
Nals, who was wont to run errands for Madame Bostand, 
was only too glad to make up for all her imprisonment. 

One day the idea struck old Micoulin that this big girl 
might bring him in a franc or two a day. So he emanci- 
pated her, and sent her to work at a tile manufactory. 
Although the labour was severe, Nais felt delighted. She 
left home early, proceeded to the other side of L'Estaque, 
and remained until evening in the hot sun, turning over 
the tiles set out to dry. Sad work it made with her hands, 
but she was freed from her father, and she used to joke 
with the boys. Here it was, in the midst of this rough 
toil, that she filled out and became a handsome woman. 
The blazing sun tinted her fiebce and decked her neck with 
a ring of amber ; her black hair grew and enveloped her, 
as if to protect her with its flying tresses ; her body, con- 
tinually on the move during the progress of her work, 
acquired the supple vigour of a young warrior's frame. 
When she stood up on the beaten ground at her full 
height amid the ruddy tiles, she looked like some Amazon, 
like a statue suddenly imbued with life by the rain of fire 
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falling from the sky. Miooulin glowered at her with his 
little eyes on seeing her so fair. She laughed too muoh ; 
it did not seem to him natural that a girl should be so 
happy. And he swore to himself he would throttle all 
lovers, should any ever venture to dangle around her ! 

Lovers ! Nais might have had them by the dozen, but 
she gave them no encouragement. She tossed her head at 
all the youths. Her only friend was a hunchback who 
was employed at the same manufactory as herself — a little 
fellow called Toine, whom the Foundling Hospital of Aix 
had sent to L'Estaque, and who had remained there, 
adopted, so to say, by the district. This hunchback had a 
ringing laugh and a comical profile. NfluLs found an 
attraction in his gentleness. She did what she liked with 
him, and often tormented him when she felt inclined to 
take vengeance on someone for her father's violence 
towards herself. All this, however, had no further conse- 
quences. People used to make sport of Toine, and Micoulin 
himself said : *• She's welcome to Toine ; I know her, she's 
too proud.' 

That year, when Madame Bostand came to La Blan- 
carde, she asked Micoulin to lend her Nais, one of her 
servants being ill. Work was slack just then at the manu- 
factory, and, moreover, Micoulin, although brutal towards 
his own family, was politeness itself with his masters; 
he would not have refused, even if the request had been 
against his wishes. But that very day Monsieur Bostand was 
forced to go to Paris on sudden and important business, 
and Fr^d^ric was thus left alone vnth his mother. 

As a rule, on his arrival the young man was mad after 
outdoor exercise, and, intoxicated by the seaside air, he 
would go with Micoulin to set or draw up the nets ; or 
take long walks with Nus in the gorges which abound in 
the neighbourhood of L'Estaque. Then his ardour 
cooled down, and he remained for whole days lying under 
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the pines on the edge of the terrace, half asleep and gazmg 
at the sea, of which the monotonous azure finally palled 
upon him. As a rule, he had had enough of La Blancarde 
at the end of a fortnight, and was wont to invent some 
excuse in order to slip off to Marseilles. 

That year, on the day after their arrival, Micouhn 
called Fr^d^ric at sunrise. He was going to take up the 
traps, the long baskets with a narrow opening, in which 
deep-water fish are caught. But the young man turned 
a deaf ear to him. Fishing appeared to have lost its 
attraction, for when he got up he threw himself on his 
back under the pines, and fixed his eyes on the sky. His 
mother was astonished not to see him set off for one of 
the long walks from which he usually returned as hungry 
as a wolf. 

' You are not going out ? * she asked. 

' No, mother,' he replied. ' I shall stop with you, as 
father is not here.' 

Micoulin, who heard this, muttered in his dialect : ' It 
won't be long before Monsieur Fr^^ric's off to Mar- 
seilles.' 

But Fr^d^ric did not go to Marseilles. The week 
passed by and found him still stretched on his back, simply 
changing his position, whenever the sun rays fell on him. 
For appearance' sake he had taken a book, but it was little 
he read ; the greater part of the time the book remained 
lying on the dry pine- spikes. The young man did not 
even look at the sea ; with his fiBMse turned towards the 
house, he appeared to be interested in the domestic 
arrangements, in watching the servants go backwards 
and forwards, crossing the terrace at every moment ; and 
whenever it was Naos who happened to pass him, a flash 
shot from his eyes. But Nais, although she would slacken 
her pace, and move off with the rhythmical sway of her 
body, never cast a look behind her. 
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For several days this comedy went on. In his mother's 
presence Fr6d6ric treated Nais ahnost roughly, as if she 
had been some awkward servant. Then the young girl 
would cast her eyes down in pleased bashfulness, as if 
enjoying the harsh words. 

One morning at breakfast she broke a salad bowl, and 
Fr^d^ric flew into a rage. 

' How clumsy she is 1 ' he cried. ' Wherever is her 
head?' 

And he jumped up furiously, saying that his trousers 
were spoiled. A drop of oil had stained his knee, and it 
sufficed to make him raise the house. 

< What are you staring at ? Give [me a napkin and 
some water. Gome and help me,' he said to the girl. 

Nais dipped the comer of a napkin in some water, and 
went down on her knees in front of FrM6ric to rub the 
spot. 

< Don't bother,' said Madame Bostand. * That will do 
no good.' 

But the girl did not let go of her young master's 
trousers, which she went on rubbing with all the strength 
of her shapely arms, whilst he continued scolding her. 

' I never saw such clumsiness. She must have brought 
it close to me on purpose to smash it. If she waited on 
us at Aix our china would soon be all in pieces,' he 
grumbled. 

These reproaches were so out of proportion to the gravity 
of the offence that Madame Bostand thought proper to try 
and appease her son as soon as Nais had gone. 

* What have you against the poor girl ? One would 
think that you could not endure her. Be more gentle with 
her. She is an old playmate of yours, and she is not in the 
position of an ordinary servant here.' 

' Oh, she's a nuisance 1' replied FrM^ric, affecting a 
rough manner. 
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That evening at dusk, however, Nals and FrM^ric met 
in a shady spot at the end of the terraoe. They had not 
yet spoken to one another alone. No one could hear them 
from the house. The pines filled the still air with a warm 
resinous odour. Then Nais asked in a whisper, in the 
familiar way of their childhood : 

* Why did you scold me so, Fr6d6rio ? You were un- 
kmd.' 

Without replying he caught hold of her hands, drew 
her towards him, and kissed her. She made no resistance, 
hut afterwards went off, whilst he sat down on the parapet, 
in order not to appear before his mother in his then 
excited state. Ten minutes afterwards the girl was waiting 
at table with perfect and somewhat proud calmness. 

Fr^d6ric and Nais made no appointments. Late one 
evening they found themselves together under an olive-tree, 
near the edge of the cliff. During dinner their eyes had 
several times exchanged glances. Then Nais had gone 
home, and Fr^6ric had begun to roam about, possessed by 
a strange feeling. And indeed, when after a while he 
came to the old olive-tree, he found her there as if waiting 
for him. He sat down by her side and put his arm round 
her waist whilst she let her head fall upon his shoulder. 
For a moment they remained silent. The old olive-tree, 
with its gnarled limbs, covered them with a roof of grey 
leaves. Before them stretched the sea, motionless beneath 
the twinkling stars. Marseilles, on the far side of the bay, 
was hidden by a cloud ; on the left the revolving Planier 
light shone out every minute, piercing the gloom with a 
yellow ray which suddenly disappeared; and nothing 
could be softer or more tender than this light, constantly 
vanishing on the horizon, and constantly returning. 

' Is your father away ? ' asked FrM^ric. 

' I got out of the window,' she said, in her quiet voice. 

They spoke no word of their love. That love came 
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from afar, from the days of their infancy. The dawn was 
ahnost rising when they sought their rooms again. 
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What a glorious month it was t Not one day of rain. The 
sky, invariably blue, displayed a satiny sheen unflecked by 
any cloud. The sun rose a ruddy crystal and sank in a 
cloud of golden dust. Tet it was not hot, for the sea breeze 
came with the sun, and though it died away when he set, 
the nights were deliciously cool, and balmy with the scent 
of aromatic plants diffusing the sweetness gathered during 
the day. The country is splendid. From both sides of 
the bay rocky arms jut out, whilst in the distance the 
islands seem to bound the horizon. In fine weather the 
sea appears to be nothing but a vast basin, a lake of an 
intense blue. In the distance, at the foot of the mountains, 
the houses of Marseilles climb up the low hills. When 
the atmosphere is clear one can see from L'Estaque the 
grey Joliette pier and the slender masts of the vessels in 
the port ; beyond, houses peep out from amongst clumps of 
trees, and the chapel of Notre-Dame-de-la-Garde glitters 
white against the sky. The coastline winds about and 
takes broad sweeps before reaching L'Estaque, where 
manufactories throw out intermittent clouds of smoke. 
When the sun sinks below the horizon, the sea, almost 
black, looks as if it were slumbering between the two rocky 
promontories, whose whiteness is relieved by tinges of 
yellow and brown ; pines, too, showing the dark green foliage 
against the reddish soil beyond. It is a vast panorama, a 
glimpse of the East, which departs, however, with the 
dazzling heat of day. 

But L'Estaque has other sights besides the sea. The 
village, clinging to the mountain-side, is traversed by roads 
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which wind through a chaos of shattered rocks. The rail- 
way line between Marseilles and Lyons passes amid those 
masses, crosses bridges thrown over ravines, and plunges 
under the cliffs themselves, remaining there for a distance 
of some four miles in what is called the tunnel of La 
Nerthe, the longest tunnel in France. Nothing can equal 
the savage grandeur of those gorges hollowed out amongst 
the hills, those narrow paths winding along at the foot of 
precipices, those barren mountains, planted with pines, 
uprearing ramparts tinged as with rust and blood. Now 
and then a pass widens, a field of struggling olive- 
trees fills the hollow of a valley, a lonely house shows its 
white frontage and closed shutters. Then come other 
rugged paths, impenetrable thickets, overturned rocks, 
dried-up torrents — all the surprises of a desert march. 
Over aU, above the black fringe of pines, the sky stretches 
its expanse of silky blue. 

Then there is the narrow line of coast between the 
rocks and the sea, the red soil pitted with immense holes, 
from which is taken the clay for tile-making, the chief 
industry of the district. Everywhere the ground is cracked 
and sundered, supporting with difficulty a few sickly trees, 
and seemingly parched by a breath of burning passion. The 
roads are like beds of plaster, in which the traveller sinks 
to the ankles at every step ; and flying clouds of dust 
powder the hedges at the least puff of wind. Little grey 
lizards sleepalong side the hot walls, which reverberate 
like ovens, whilst from the scorched grass rise whirring 
clouds of locusts. Li the still and heavy air of the sleepy 
South there is no other sign of life than the grasshopper's 
monotonous song. 

It was in this land of fire that Niuts and Fr6d^ric loved 
one another for a month. It was as if all the heat of the 
sky had entered their veins. For the first week they were 
satisfied with their nightly meetings under the same olive- 

M 



1 62 NAIS MICOULIN 

tree on the edge of the cliff. There they tasted untold 
bliss. The oool night soothed their fever ; they offered their 
buming cheeks and bands to the passing breeze, refreshing 
as a mountain spring. The sea broke with its slow 
voluptuous dirge over the rocks at their feet ; the penetrat- 
ing odour of seaweed intoxicated them with passion. 

Then, leaning on one another's arms, they would watch 
across the bay the lights of Marseilles, tinging the water 
at the mouth of the port with a reflection as of blood ; the 
twinkling gaslights, outlining the streets in many a graceful 
curve ; while in the midst of all, above the town, it seemed 
as if there were a mass of sparkling flame. The garden 
on the Colline Bonaparte was plainly distinguishable by a 
double row of lights mounting heavenwards. Those in- 
numerable lights above the slumbering bay appeared to be 
illuminating some feary town which the dawn would 
presently sweep away. And the sky, stretching over the 
black chaos of the horizon, also had its charm for them, a 
charm which alarmed and made them cling closer to one 
another. A rain of stars fell. On those clear Proven9al 
nights the constellations resemble living flames. Shud- 
dering beneath the vast space, they bowed their heads, 
turning their gaze on the solitary flicker of the Planier 
lighthouse, whose dancing scintillations stirred them, 
whilst their lips met again in a kiss. 

But one night their eyes fell on the gigantic disc of the 
moon, glaring upon them with her yellow fiebce. Out at 
sea a train of fire glittered, as if some enormous fish, some 
serpent from the depths, were trailing endless folds of 
golden scales ; and then the glitter of Marseilles and the 
outlines of the gulf were obscured. As the moon rose the 
light increased, the shadows became more sharply defined. 
That heavenly witness was unwelcome to them. They 
feared they might be surprised if they remained so near 
La Blancarde, So when they next met they left the spot 
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and walked into the shadowy open country. They found 
a meeting-place in a deserted tile-field ; a ruined shed 
there concealed a pit in which two kilns remained still 
open. But the hovel saddened them; they preferred to 
have the open sky above their heads. So they explored 
the day-pits, they discovered delightfiil nooks, perfect little 
deserts, whence they could hear nothing but the barking 
of watch-dogs. They prolonged their walks, wandering 
along the rocky coast in the direction of Niolon, following 
the course of the narrow gorges in search of distant 
grottoes and crevasses. For a fortnight they thus spent 
their nights. The moon had now disappeared, the sky 
had become dark again; but it seemed to them as if 
La Blancarde were too small to hold their love, as if they 
needed all the limitless expanse beyond it. 

One night, as they were following a path above 
L'Estaque in order to gain the gorges of La Nerthe, they 
fancied they could hear a muffled step keeping pace with 
their own behind a plantation of pines stretching beside 
the road. They stopped in alarm. 

' Do you hear that ? ' asked FrM^ric. 

' Yes ; some stray dog,' whispered Nais. 

And they continued on their way. But, at the first 
bend in the road, after leaving the pines, they distinctly 
saw a dark object glide behind the rocks. It was certainly 
a human being, curiously shaped, looking indeed as if it 
were humpbacked. Nais uttered an exclamation. 

' Wait here,' she said quickly. 

And then she darted in pursuit of the shadow. Pre- 
sently Fr6d^ric heard the sound of rapid whispering. She 
returned composed, but rather pale. 

< What is it ? ' he asked. 

' Nothing,' she replied. 

Then after a moment's silence she continued : ' If you 

m2 
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hear any steps, don't be alanned. It's Toine— yon know 
the hunchback. He wants to keep watch over us.' 

And in fact Fr^d^rio was occasionally conscious of 
somebody following them in the darkness. It was as if a 
protecting arm were stretched over them. More than once 
Nais tried to drive Toineaway ; but the poor fellow merely 
asked to be her dog : he would not be seen, he would not 
be heard, why should he not be allowed to do as he 
pleased? From that time forward, if the lovers had 
listened attentively as they kissed in the lonely gorges, 
they would have caught the sound of smothered sobs 
behind them. It was Toine, their watch-dog, weeping in 
his homy hands. 

But at last those walks no longer sufficed them. They 
grew emboldened and took advantage of other opportunities 
to meet. Madame Bostand, who saw nothing, still blamed 
her son for being over-rough towards his old playmate. 
Yet one day she almost surprised them kissing. 

After dinner, when the evening was cool, Madame 
Bostand often liked to go for a walk. She then took her 
son's arm and went down to L'Estaque, telling Naos to 
bring her shawl as a measure of precaution. They went 
all three of them to see the sardine-fishers come in. Out 
at sea the lanterns danced, and soon the dark silhouettes 
of the boats could be discerned, nearing the beach, amid 
a muffled sound of oars. On good days joyous voices 
would ring out, and the women would hurry down, laden 
with baskets ; while the three men who manned each boat 
set to work to empty the net, which, as it lay under the 
thwarts, looked like a broad dark ribbon dotted with flashes 
of silver. The sardines, hanging by the gills to the meshes, 
still struggled and threw out a metallic lustre. Then they 
fell into the baskets, like a shower of crown pieces, amid 
the pale light of the lanterns. Madame Bostand would 
often leave her son's arm to talk to the fishermen standing 
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near a boat, interested by the sight, whilst Fr^d^rio, 
standing at Nais's side, outside the radius of light, clasped 
the girl's hands in a burst of passion. Meantime old 
Micoulin preserved stubborn silence. He went out fishing 
and came home to do a day's work, with ever the same 
deep look on his face. But at last his little grey eyes 
assumed an uneasy expression. He threw side glances at 
Naas without saying a word. She seemed to him changed, 
there was something about her that he could not quite 
understand. One day she ventured to argue with him, and 
he thereupon gave her a blow which cut her lip. 

That evening, when Fr6d6ric saw her mouth swollen he 
questioned her anxiously. 

' It's nothing ; only a blow my father gave me,' she 
said. 

Her tone was gloomy. And as the young man became 
angry and declared that he would see into it, * No, never 
mind,' she said, ' it's my business. There'll soon be an end 
to it.' 

She never told him of the beatings which she received. 
Only on the days when her father had treated her cruelly 
she kissed her lover with more ardour, as if to avenge her- 
self on the old man. 

Naas had at first taken the most minute precautions in 
going to meet Fr^d6ric ; but at last rashness seized hold of 
her. Then, imagining from her father's manner that he 
suspected something, her prudence returned. She missed 
two appointments, as her mother told her that Micoulin did 
not sleep at night, but got up and went about from one 
door to another. However, on the third day, seeing 
Fr6d6rio's distress, the girl once more forgot all prudence. 
She went out at about eleven o'clock, resolving that she 
would not remain more than an hour absent ; and she was 
in hopes that her father, being in his first sleep, would not 
hear her. 
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Frederic was waiting for her under the olive-trees. 
Without telling her fears, she refused to go farther. They 
sat down in their usual place, looking at the sea and the 
glow of Marseilles. The Planier light was beaming. As 
Nais watched it she fell asleep on Fr6d6ric*s shoulder. He 
did not move, and, gradually yielding to fatigue himself, 
his own eyes closed. 

No sound ; only the chirrup of the grasshopper. The 
sea slept like the lovers. But suddenly a dark form came 
forth from the gloom and approached them. It was 
Micoulin, who, awakened by the creaking of a window, 
had missed Nais from her room. He had left the house, 
taking a small hatchet with him. When he saw a dark 
mass under the olive-tree he grasped the handle of the 
implement. But the children did not stir, he was able to 
walk up to them, bend down, and look in their faces. A 
slight exclamation escaped him as he recognised his young 
master. No, no, he could not kill him thus : the blood 
spilt on the ground would leave traces behind it, and 
would cost him too dear. A peasant does not openly 
murder his master, for the master, even when he lies 
under the ground, is always the stronger. As Micoulin 
stood there, however, a look of savage determination came 
over his tanned face. At last he ediook his head and went 
off stealthily, leaving the lovers asleep. 

When Nais returned to her room Bhortly before day- 
break, much alarmed at having stayed away so long, she 
found her window just as she had left it. At breakfast 
Micoulin calmly watched her eat her bread. She felt safe, 
her father certainly knew nothing. 
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IV 

'Abbn't you coming oat fishing any more, Monsieur 
Fr6d6rio ? ' asked Micoulin one evening. 

Madame Bostand was sitting on the terrace in the 
shade of the pines, embroidering^ handkerchief, whilst her 
son, lying at her feet, was amusing himself by throwing 
pebbles. 

' Not I,' replied the young man. ' I'm getting lazy.' 

' You are wrong,' continued Micoulin. ' The traps 
were full of fish yesterday. You can catch as many as 
you like just now. You'd like it. Gome with me to- 
morrow morning.' 

He said this so good-humouredly that Fr6d^ric, who 
thought of Nus, and did not want to fall out with the 
father, finally exclaimed: 'Very well, then. But you'll 
have to call me. I shall still be sound asleep at five 
o'clock.' 

Madame Bostand, feeling rather uneasy, had ceased 
working. 

'Mind you are careful,' she said. 'I am always 
anxious when you are on the water.' 

Next morning Micoulin shouted to Fr^d^ric in vain ; 
the young man's window remained closed. Upon this he 
said to his daughter, with a savage irony which she 
did not detect : ' You go. He'll hear you, perhaps.' 

Thus it was Nus who woke Fr6d6ric that morning. 
Ten minutes later the young man appeared, clad from 
head to foot in grey canvas. Old Micoulin was sitting on 
the parapet of the terrace, patiently waiting for him. 

' It's cool, you'd better take a wrapper,' he said. 

Nais went to fetch one, and afterwards the two men 
descended the steep steps which led to the sea, whilst the 
girl, standing above, followed them with her eyes. At 
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the bottom old Micoulin raised his head and looked at 
Nals ; there were deep creases at the comers of his 
mouth. 

For the last five days the north-east wind, the mistral, 
had been blowing. On the previous day it had fallen at 
evening, but when the sun rose it returned, at first rather 
gently. At that early hour the sea, lashed by the sudden 
gusts, was of a deep mottled blue; and the white- 
crested waves, illumined by the first slanting rays, chased 
one another over the bosom of the deep. The sky was 
almost white, and clear as crystal. In the distance 
Marseilles stood out with a distinctness which enabled 
one to count the windows in the fronts of the houses, 
whilst the rocks in the gulf were bathed in a delicate rosy 
haze. 

' We shall have our work cut out to get back again/ 
said FrM^ric. 

* Very likely,' replied Micoulin. 

He plied his oars silently, without turning his head. 
The young man looked for a moment at his bent back, 
noting his sunburnt neck and his red ears, from which 
little rings of gold were hanging. Then he leant over the 
side of the boat, gazing into the depths. The sea became 
rougher, and big shadowy weeds floated by, looking like 
tufts of some drowned man's hair. This saddened and 
even alarmed Fr^d^ric a little. 

' I say, Micoulin,' he remarked, after a long silence, 
' the wind's getting stronger. Be careful ; you know that 
I swim like a lump of lead.' 

' Yes, yes ; I know,' replied the old man, in a dry 
voice. 

Still he continued rowing, in mechanical fashion. Then 
the boat began to pitch, the white foam on the crests of 
the waves turned into clouds of spray, which flew before 
the wind. Fr6d6ric did not want to exhibit his alarm, 
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but be felt very uncomfortable, and would have given a 
great deal to bave been on land again. At last he grew 
angry, and exclaimed: 'Where the devil have you stuck 
your traps ? Are we bound for Algiers ? * 

But old Micoulin, without seeming to trouble himself, 
again rephed : * We're all right ; we're all right/ 

All at once he let go the oars, stood up in the boat, 
and looked toward the shore, as if for certain guiding 
marks; there was still some five minutes' rowing to be 
accomplished before getting among the cork buoys which 
showed where the traps were placed. Once there, while 
Micoulin was drawing up the baskets, he remained for a 
few seconds with his face turned towards La Blancarde. 
Fr^d^ric, following the direction of his eyes, distinctly 
saw a white form under the pines. It was Nais, still lean- 
ing on the parapet. 

* How many traps have you ? ' asked Pr6d6ric. 

' Thirty-five ; and we mustn't stop here any longer than 
we can help,' said Micoulin. 

He laid hold of the buoy nearest to him, and drew the 
first basket in. The depth was enormous, there was no 
end to the rope. At last the trap appeared, with the large 
stone which had kept it at the bottom, and as soon as it 
left the water three fish began to leap about like birds in 
a cage. It seemed as if one could hear the beating of 
wings. In the second basket there was nothing ; but in 
the third was found a somewhat rare capture — a small 
lobster, which flourished its tail violently. Fr6d6ric was 
all attention now, forgetting his fears, leaning over the 
side of the boat, and awaiting the baskets with beating 
heart. Whenever he heard a sound as of wings, he felt 
like a sportsman who has just brought down his game. 
One by one, however, the baskets were drawn into the 
boat, the water meantime streaming around; and soon 
the whole thirty-five were secured. There were at 
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least fifteen pounds of fish — a splendid catoh for the 
Golf of Marseilles, which from several cansee, especially 
the extremely fine mesh of the nets which are osed, has 
been yielding less and less fish for many years past. 

' That's the lot,' said Micoulm. ' Now we can make 
for home.' 

He had carefully arranged his baskets in the stem ; 
but when Fr6d6rio saw him prepare to set the sail, he 
remarked that, with such a wind blowing, it would be 
more prudent to row. The old man shrugged his 
shoulders. He knew what he was about. And, before 
hoisting the sail, he cast a last look in the direction of 
La Blancarde. NuLs'iS white dress was still there. 

Then came the catastrophe, as sudden as a thunderbolt. 
Afterwards, when Fr6d6ric tried to think over what had 
happened, he remembered that all at once a gust had 
caught the sail, and that all had then overturned. He 
could not call anything else to mind, save a feeling of 
intense cold and bitter agony. He owed his life to a 
miracle ; he had fallen on the sail, which kept him afloat. 
Some fishermen, having seen the accident, hastened to his 
help, and picked him up, as well as old Miooulin, who was 
already swimming towards the shore. 

Madame Bostand was still asleep, and they concealed 
from her the danger which her son had incurred. At the 
foot of the terrace, Fr6d6ric and Micoulin, dripping with 
water, found Nus, who had witnessed the scene. 

'Devil take it I' cried the old man. 'We'd taken 
up the traps and were coming home. Bad luck to it 
allt' 

Nals, who was deadly pale, looked fixedly at her father. 

'Yes,' she muttered, *it's bad lu(^. But when you 
sail in a wind like that, you know what to expect.' 

Micoulin flew into a rage. 

* What's that to do with you, lazybones ? Can't you 
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see Monsieur Fr6d6rio's shivering ? Help me to get him 
indoors.' 

The young man escaped with a day in bed, and told his 
mother that he had a headache. The next day he found 
Naos very dispirited. She refused to meet him out of doors 
again, though one evening, in the passage, she kissed him 
passionately. She never told him of her suspicions, but 
from that day forward she watched over him. Then, at 
the end of a week, her fears began to diminish. Her 
father went about as usual ; he even seemed kinder, and 
beat her less often. 

Every year the Bostands used to go to eat a bomlla- 
badsse in a hollow of the rocks on the shore, in the 
direction of Niolon. Afterwards, as partridges abounded 
amongst the hills, the gentlemen would organise a shooting 
party. That year Madame Bostand wanted to take Nais 
to wait on them, and refused to listen to Micoulin's 
remarks when the old savage attempted to raise some 
objection. 

They set out early. The morning was a charming one. 
Lying like a mirror beneath the gleaming sun was the 
blue expanse of the sea ; ripples appeared amid the currents, 
where the blue was tinged with violet, whilst in apparently 
stagnant spots the azure faded away into a milky trans- 
parency. You might have imagined the sea to be an 
immense piece of shot satin, whose changing colours grew 
more and more indistinct as the limpid horizon was 
reached. And over that slumbering lake the boat glided 
very softly. 

The narrow beach on which they landed was at the 
mouth of a gorge, and they settled down on a strip of 
scorched grass which was to serve as a table. 

How enjoyable that picnic was I First of all Micoulin 
set off alone in the boat to take up the baskets which he 
had set the day before. By the time he came back Niuis 
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bad gathered some thyme and lavender and enough dry 
wood to make a large fire. That day the old man was to 
make the bouillabaisse, the dassio fish soap, the secret of 
which the coast fishermen transmit from father to son. 
And a terrible bouillabaisse it was, with its strong doses of 
pepper, and odour of crushed garlic. The Bostands were 
greatly interested in the preparation of the savoury mess. 

' Micoulin,' said Madame Bostand, ' do you think you 
will be as successful as last year ? ' 

The old man seemed to be in excellent spirits. First 
of all he washed the fish in sea water, whilst Nais took the 
large pan out of the boat. Soon all was in progress : the 
fish at the bottom of the vessel, just covered with some 
water, with some onion, oil, garlic, a handful of pepper, 
and a tomato ; then the whole was placed on the fire, a 
formidable fire, large enough to roast a sheep. Fishermen 
say that the goodness of botdllabaisse lies in the cooking : 
the pan must disappear amid the flames. Micoulin 
gravely cut some slices of bread into a salad bowl, and at 
the end of half an hour he poured the liquor on the 
slices, serving up the fish separately. 

* Come along,' he said. ' It's not good unless it's hot.' 
Then the bomllabaisse was devoured with the usual 

jokes. 

* I say, Micoulin, did you put any gunpowder in it ? ' 
'It's very good, but it wants a throat of brass to 

swallow it.' 

Micoulin devoured his share tranquilly, swallowing a 
slice of bread at each mouthful, and showing at the same 
time how flattered he felt at eating with his masters. 

Having finished, they sat there waiting for the heat of 
the day to pass off. The glistening rocks covered with 
ruddy streaks threw grateful ediadows around. Clumps of 
evergreen oaks showed sombre foliage, whilst on the 
slopes the rows of pines ascended in regular lines, looking 
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like little soldiers on the march. An oppressive silence 
filled the qaivering air. 

Madame Bostand had brought the endless embroidery, 
which was never seen to leave her hands. Nais, seated at 
her side, seemed to be interested in the movements of her 
needle. But her eyes were really on her father. He was 
lying on his back a few paces away enjoying a siesta. 
Then, farther still, Fr6d6ric also was sleeping beneath the 
protecting shade of his broad-brimmed straw hat. 

At about four o'clock they awoke, and Micoulin declared 
that he knew of a covey of partridges at the bottom of a 
ravine. He had seen them three days previously, so 
Fr^d^ric allowed himself to be tempted, and they both took 
their guns. 

' Pray be careful,' said Madame Bostand. ' You 
might slip and hurt yourself.' 

'Yes, that does happen sometimes,' said Micoulin 
quietly. 

They then went off, and as they disappeared behind 
the rocks, Nais jumped up and followed them at a distance, 
muttering : * I'm going to see.' 

Instead of keeping to the pathway at the bottom of the 
gorge, she turned to the left among the bushes, hurrying 
along and avoiding the loose stones for fear of setting them 
rolling. At length, at a bend of the road, she espied 
Fr^d^ric walking quickly, slightly bent, and ready to 
lift his gun to his shoulder. As yet she saw nothing of 
her father, but presently she discovered him on the same 
slope as herself : he was crouching down, looking towards 
the gorge, and he seemed to be waiting for something. 
Twice he raised his gun. Supposing the partridges flew 
up between the two sportsmen, Micoulin and Fr6d^rio 
might shoot one another. Naas, gliding from bush to 
bush, anxiously took up a position behind the old man. 

Some minutes passed. On the other side Fr^^ric had 
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disappeared in a dip in the ground, bat finally he reap- 
peared, and remained for an instant motionless. Then 
Micoulin, still crouching down, took a long aim at the 
yomig man. Bat with a kick Niuls knocked the barrel of 
his gan apward, and the charge went off in the air with a 
fearful report which brought down all the echoes of the 
gorge. 

The old man sprang to his feet. On seeing Nus, he 
seized the gun by its smoking barrel, as if he meant to 
dash her to the earth with one blow. But the girl stood 
her ground, her cheeks as white as death, her eyes darting 
fire. He dared not strike her, and, trembling with rage, 
he could only stammer out in dialect : ' I'll kill him, never 
you fear ! ' 

At the report of the gun the partridges had flown off, 
Fr6d6riG winging two of them. And about six o'clock 
the Eostands returned to La Blancarde, old Micoulin 
rowing with his accustomed air of sullen, stubborn brutish- 
ness. 



Septembeb was drawing to an end. After a violent 
^torm the air had become very cool. The days grew 
shorter, and Nais refused to meet FrM^ric out of doors at 
night-time. However, as she reached the house every 
morning at six o'clock, and Madame Bostand did not get 
up till nine, the lovers still had opportunities for converse. 
It was now that Ncus showed the greatest affection for 
Fr^d6ric. She would take hold of his neck, draw his face 
towards hers, and look into it with a passion which filled 
her eyes with tears. It was as if she feared that she 
might never see him more. And she showered kisses 
upon him as if to protest and swear that she would guard 
him. 



NAIS MICOULIN 175 

< What is the matter with Naas ? ' Madame Bostand 
would often remark. ' She changes every day.' 

Indeed she was becoming thinner, and quite pale. 
The fire in her eyes was dying away. She often remained 
for a long while silent, and then would give a start, looking 
alarmed like a girl awakening from a bad dream. 

' You are ill, my child ; you must take care of yourself,' 
repeated her mistress. 

But Nais would smile and answer : 

* Oh, no, madame, I'm quite well and happy 1 I've 
never been so happy.' 

One morning, as she was helping to count the linen, 
she ventured to ask a question. 

'Are you going to stop late at La Blancarde this 
year?' 

< Till the end of October,' replied Madame Bostand. 
Nus stood still for a moment with fixed eyes ; then she 

unconsciously said aloud : ' Twenty days more.' 

A continual struggle was going on within her. She 
wished to keep Fr^d^ric near her, and yet at the same 
time she was constantly tempted to cry out, ' Oo ! ' 

He was lost to her ; never would that season of love 
return; she had felt it from their first meeting. One 
night of gloomy despair she had even gone so far as to 
wonder whether she ought not to allow her father to kill 
Fr6d6ric, so that he might never love another ; but the 
idea of seeing him dead — he so delicate, so fair, more like 
a girl than herself— was unbearable to her, and the evil 
thought filled her with horror. No, she would save him, 
and he should never know of it. He might love her no 
longer, but she would be happy in the thought that he still 
lived. 

She would often say to him, ^ Don't go to sea to-day ; 
the weather will be rough.' At other times she pressed 
him to leave La Blancarde : ' You must be sick of being 



176 NAIS MICOULIN 

here ; you won't love me any longer. Go to town for a 
few days.' 

These changes of humour surprised him. He thought 
her less handsome, now that her face had become drawn ; 
and besides his was a very fickle temperament. He began 
to pine for the eau de Cologne and the rice powder of the 
beauties of Aix and Marseilles. 

Meantime the old man's words were constantly ringing 
in Nals' ears : 'I'll kill him, I'll kiUhim ! ' In the middle 
of the night she would wake up, thinking that she had 
heard shots fired. She became timid, and screamed 
whenever a stone rolled away from under her feet. When 
Fr6d6ric was out of her sight, she was always worrying 
about him ; and what terrified her most was that from 
morning to night she still seemed to hear Micoulin re- 
peating, ' I'll kill him 1 ' The old man however, preserved, 
stubborn silence, he never made any allusion to what had 
passed, either by word or gesture ; but for her, his every 
look, his every movement implied that he would kill his 
young master at the first opportunity he might have of 
doing so without being disturbed. And afterwards he 
would deal with Nais. In the meantime he kicked her 
about like some disobedient dog. 

' Does your father still use you badly ? ' Fr6d6ric asked 
the girl one morning. 

< Yes,' she replied ; ' he's going mad.' 

And after showing him her arms, which were black 
with bruises, she muttered these words, which she often 
whispered to herself : ' It'll soon be over, it'll soon be 
over.' 

At the beginning of October she became more gloomy 
than ever. She was absent-minded, and one could often 
see her lips move as if she were talking to herself. On 
several occasions Fr6d6ric perceived her standing on the 
cliff, seemingly examining the trees around her and 
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mdasuring the depth of the abyss. A few days later he 
discovered her with Toine the hunchback, plucking figs on 
the farthest part of the estate. Toine used to come and 
help her whenever she had too much to do. He was 
under the fig-tree, and Nais, who had mounted on a thick 
branch, was joking with him, calling to him to open his 
mouth, and then throwing down figs which burst upon 
his face. The poor fellow opened his mouth as he was 
bidden, and closed his eyes in ecstasy, whilst his huge 
face expressed complete beatitude. FrM6ric was certainly 
not jealous, but he could not refrain from taking Nais to 
task. 

' Toine would cut off his hand for us,' she said curtly. 
*• We mustn't ill-treat him, he may be useful later on.' 

The hunchback continued coming to La Blancarde 
every day. He worked on the cliff, where he was cutting 
a narrow canal to bring some water to the end of an 
experimental kitchen garden. Nius used to go and watch 
him, and lively talk would ensue between them. He was 
so long over the task that old Micoulin finally called him 
a lazybones and kicked his legs, as he would have done his 
daughter's. 

Bain fell on two successive days. Fr6d6ric, who had 
to return to Aix the following week, determined that 
before leaving he would once more go out fishing with 
Micoulin. And seeing Nios turn pale he laughed and 
replied ' that he should not choose a day when the 
mistral was blowing.' Then, as he was to leave so soon, 
the young girl consented to meet him once more. 
They met late at night on the terrace. The rain had 
cleansed the earth, and a strong odour rose from all the 
freshened vegetation. When that usually parched country 
is thoroughly soaked, all its colours and odours become 
intensified : the red earth looks like blood, the pines are of 
an emerald green, the rocks of the whiteness of freshly- 
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washed linen. However, that night, all that the lovers 
oonld detect was the enhanced p^rfome of the thyme and 
lavender bashes. 

Old associations led them to the olive-trees. FrMdric 
was walking towards one which had sheltered their first 
love-meeting — it stood quite at the edge of the diff— when 
Nais, as if aroused from a reverie, caught hold of his arm, 
dragged him from the edge, and said, trembling, ' No, no ; 
not there ! ' 

' Why, what is the matter ? ' he asked. 

She hesitated, and finally remarked that after such a 
fall of rain the cliff was not safe. And she added : ' Last 
winter there was a landslip here.' 

They sat down farther back, under another olive-tree. 
And at last Nais convulsively burst into tears, and would 
not say why she was crying. Afterwards a frigid silence 
took possession of her, and when Fr^d6ric joked her about 
her sadness and apathy in his company she murmured : 

*• No, don't say that. I love you too much. But I'm 
not in good health : and, besides, it's all over. You're 
going away.' 

He vainly tried to comfort her, telling her that he 
would come again from time to time, and that next 
autumn he would spend two months there. But she shook 
her head ; she knew very well that all was over now. 

Their meeting ended in embarrassing silence ; they 
gazed at the sea ; Marseilles was glittering with gas lamps, 
but the Planier lighthouse showed only a solitary mournful 
gleam ; and gradually the horizon imparted to them some 
of its own melancholy. At three o'clock, when FrM6ric 
quitted Naas, kissing her, he felt her shudder. 

He could not sleep when he got back into the house ; 
he read till dawn, and then, feeling feverish, he took up 
a position at the window. Just at that moment Micoulin 
was starting off to take up his traps. As the old man 
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passed along the terraoe he raised his head and asked 
Fr^d^ric if he were coming with him that morning. 

*No,* replied Fr6d6ric; 'I've slept too badly. To- 
morrow.' 

The old fellow went off with a slouching gait. He had 
to go down to his boat at the foot of the cliff, just under 
the olive-tree, where he had surprised his daughter. 
When he had disappeared, Fr^d6ric, on turning his bead, 
was astonished to see Toine already at work ; the hunch- 
back was standing near the olive-tree with a pickaxe in his 
hand, repairing the narrow channel which the rain had 
damaged. The air was cool; it was pleasant at the 
window. FrM6ric went to make a cigarette, and as he 
lounged back to the casement a terrible crash — a roll of 
thunder as it seemed — was suddenly heard. He rushed to 
the window. It was a landslip. He could only distinguish 
Toine, who was running for his life, flourishing his pickaxe, 
amid a doud of red dust. At the edge of the abyss the 
old olive-tree, with its gnarled branches, had pitched 
forward, crashing into the sea. A cloud of spray flew up, 
while a terrible cry rent the air. Then Fr6d6ric saw Na'is 
leaning over the parapet, her stiffened hands clutching at 
the stonework, while her eyes peered into the depths 
below. There she stood, motionless and expectant, with 
her hands pressed to the low wall. Still, she no doubt 
divined that somebody was looking at her, for she turned 
her head, saw Fr^d^rio, and cried : ' My father 1 my 
father!' 

An hour afterwards they found Micoulin*s mutilated 
body under the stones. Toine, almost crazy, related how 
he had almost been carried away himself ; and everybody 
declared that it was wrong to carry a stream along the top 
of the cliff, on account of the infiltrations. 

The old wife wept a great deal. As for Nais, she 
followed her father to the cemetery with tearless eyes 

N2 
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On the day after the catastrophe, Madame Bostand had 
insisted upon returning to Aix. Fr6d6ric was very pleased 
to leave, for the terrible drama had disturbed his peace of 
mind ; and, moreover, in his opinion, peasant girls with 
all their good looks were not equal to their town-bred 
sisters. He resumed his old mode of life. His mother, 
touched by his attentiveness to her at La Blancarde, gave 
him more liberty, so that he passed a very pleasant 
winter, and fondly hoped that his life would always thus 
glide smoothly away. 

Monsieur Bostand had to go to La Blancarde at Easter, 
and wished his son to accompany him ; but the young 
man made various excuses. When the lawyer came 
back, he said the next morning at breakfiast : ' Oh ! by the 
way, Nais is going to be married.' 

' Never ! * cried Fr6d6ric in amazement. 

' And you'd never guess to whom,' continued Monsieur 
Bostand. ' She gave me such good reasons, however.' 

The fact was Nais was marrying Toine. In that way 
nothing would be changed at La Blancarde. Toine would 
still manage the property, as he had done since Micoulin's 
death. 

The young man listened with an awkward smile. 
Presently he expressed the opinion that the arrangement 
was the best one possible for everybody concerned. 

'Naas has grown very old and plain,' continued 
Monsieur Bostand. 'I didn't know her again. It is 
astonishing how quickly girls age on the coast ; and she 
used to be quite pretty, too.' 

' Yes, a feast of sunlight,' said Fr^d^ric composedly, 
and he quietly went on eating his cutlet. 
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Neably two years ago I was spinning on my bicycle over 
a deserted road towards Orgeval, above Poissy, when the 
sudden sight of a wayside house caused me such surprise 
that I sprang from my machine to take a better look at it. 
It was a brick-built house, with no marked characteristicn, 
and it stood under the grey November sky, amid the cold 
wind which was sweeping away the dead leaves, in the 
centre of spacious grounds planted with old trees. That 
which rendered it remarkable, which lent it an aspect of 
fierce, wild, savage strangeness of a nature to oppress the 
heart, was the frightful abandonment into which it had 
fallen. And as part of the iron gate was torn away, and a 
huge notice-board, with lettering half-effaced by the rain, 
announced that the place was for sale, I entered the 
garden, yielding to curiosity mingled with uneasiness and 
anguish. 

The house must have been unoccupied for thirty or, 
perhaps, forty years. The bricks of the cornices and 
facings had been disjointed by past winters, and were over- 
grown with moss and lichen. Cracks, suggestive of pre- 
cocious wrinkles, scarred the frontage of the building, 
which still looked strong, though no care whatever was 
now taken of it. The steps below, split by frost, and 
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shut off by nettles and brambles, formed, as it were, a 
threshold of desolation and death. But the Mghtfiil 
moumfolness of the plaoe came more particularly from its 
bare, curtainless, glaucous windows, whose panes had been 
broken by stone-throwing urchins, and which, one and all, 
revealed the desolate emptiness of the rooms, like dim 
eyes that had remained wide op^i in some soulless corpse. 
Then, too, the spacious garden all around was a scene of 
devastation ; the old flower-beds could scarce be discerned 
beneath the growth of rank weeds ; the paths had dis- 
appeared, devoured by hungry plants ; the shrubberies had 
grown to virgin forests ; there was all the wild vegetation 
of some abandoned cemetery in the damp gloom booeath 
the huge and ancient trees, whose last leaves were that 
day being swept off by the autumn wind, which ever 
shrieked its doleful plaint. 

Long did I linger there amidst that despairing wail of 
Nature, for though my heart was oppressed by covert fear, 
by growing anguish, I was detained by a feeling of 
ardent pity, a longing to know and to sympathise with all 
the woe and grief that I felt around me. And when at 
last I had left the spot and perceived across the road, at a 
point where the latter forked, a kind of tavern, a hovel 
where drink was sold, I entered it, fully resolved to 
question the folks of the neighbourhood. 

But I only found there an old woman who sighed and 
whimpered as she served me a glass of beer. She com- 
plained of living on that out-of-the-way road, along which 
not even a couple of cyclists passed each day. And she 
talked on interminably, telling me her story, relating that 
she was called Mother Toussaint, that she and her man 
had come from Vernon to take that tavern, that things 
had turned out fioirly well at first, but that all had been 
going from bad to worse since she had become a widow. 
When, after her rush of words, I began to question her 
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respeoting the neighbouring house, she suddenly became 
circumspect, and glanced at me suspiciously as if she 
thought that I wished to tear some dread secret from her. 

' Ah, yes,' said she, ' La Sauvagidre, the haunted 
house, as people say hereabouts. . . . For my part, I 
know nothing, monsieur, it doesn't date from my time. I 
shall have only been here thirty years come next Easter, 
and those things go back to well-nigh forty years now. 
When we came here the house was already much as you 
see it. The summers pass, the winters pass, and nothing 
stirs unless it be the stones that faJl.' 

* But why,' I asked — * why is the place not sold, since 
it is for sale?' 

*AhI why? Why? Can I tell? People say so 
many things.' 

I was doubtless beginning to inspire her with some 
confidence. Besides, at heart she must have been burning 
to tell me the many things that people said. She began 
by relating that not one of the girls of the neighbouring 
village ever dared to enter La Sauvagidre after twilight, 
for rumour had it that some poor wandering soul returned 
thither every night. And, as I expressed astonishment 
that such a story could still find any credit so near to 
Paris, she shrugged her shoulders, tried to talk like a 
strong-minded woman, but finally betrayed by her manner 
he terror she did not confess. 

'There are facts that can't be denied, monsieur. 
You ask why the place is not sold? I've seen many 
purchasers arrive, and all have gone off quicker than they 
came; not one of them has ever put in a second 
appearance. Well, one matter that's certain is that as 
soon as a visitor dares venture inside the house some 
extraordinary things happen. The doors swing to and 
fro and close by themselves with a bang, as if a hurricane 
were sweeping past. Ones, moans, and sobs ascend from 
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the cellars, and if the visitor obstinately remains, a heart- 
rending voice raises a continuoos cry of ' Angeline I 
Angeline ! Angeline ! ' in such distressful, appealing tones 
that one's very bones are frozen. I repeat to you that 
this has been proved, nobody will tell you otherwise.' 

I must own that I was now growing impassioned my- 
self, and could feel a little chilly quiver coursing under 
my skin. ' And this Angeline, who is she ? * I asked. 

' Ah ! monsieur, it would be necessary to tell you all. 
And, once again, for my part I know nothing.' 

Nevertheless, the old woman ended by telling me all. 
Some forty years previously — in or about 1868— at the 
time when the triumphant Second Empire was ever en 

f&te^ Monsieur de G , a Tuileries functionary, lost his 

wife, by whom he had a daughter some ten years old — 
Angeline, a marvel of beauty, the living portrait of her 

mother. Two years later. Monsieur de G married 

again, espousing another famous beauty, the widow of a 
general. And it was asserted, that from the very moment 
of those second nuptials, atrocious jealousy had sprung 
up between Angeline and her stepmother : the former 
stricken in the heart at finding her own mother already 
forgotten, replaced so soon by a stranger ; and the other 
tortured, maddened, by always having before her that 
living portrait of a woman whose memory, she feared, 
she would never be able to efface. La Sauvagidre was 

the property of the new Madame de G , and there 

one evening, on seeing the father passionately embrace 
his daughter, she, in her jealous madness, it was said, had 
dealt the child so violent a blow, that the poor girl had 
fallen to the floor dead, her collar-bone broken. Then the 
rest was frightful : the distracted father consenting to 
bury his daughter with his own hands in a cellar of the 
house in order to save the murderess ; the remains lying 
there for years, whilst the child was said to be living with 
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an aunt ; and at last the howls of a dog and its persistent 
scratching of the ground leading to the discovery of the 
crime, which was, however, at once hushed up by com- 
mand of the Tuileries. And now Monsieur and Madame 

de G were both dead, while Angeline again returned 

each night at the call of the heartrending voice that ever 
cried for her from out of the mysterious spheres beyond 
the darkness. 

'Nobody will contradict me,* concluded Mother 
Toussaint. ' It is all as true as that two and two make 
four.' 

I had listened to her in bewilderment, resenting certain 
improbabiUties, but won over by the brutal and sombre 
strangeness of the tragedy. I had heard of this Monsieur 

de G , and it seemed to me that he had indeed 

married a second time, and that some family grief had 
overclouded his life. Was the tale true, then ? What a 
tragical and affecting story 1 Every human passion 
stirred up, heightened, exasperated to madness ; the most 
terrifying love tale there could be, a little girl as beautiful 
as daylight, adored, and yet killed by her stepmother, 
and buried by her father in the corner of a cellar! 
There was here more matter for horror and emotion than 
one might dare to hope for. I was again about to question 
and discuss things. Then I asked myself what would be 
the use of it ? Why not carry that frightful story away 
with me in its flower — such indeed as it had sprouted from 
popular imagination ? 

As I again sprang upon my bicycle I gave La 
Sauvagidre a last glance. The night was falling and the 
woeful house gazed at me with its dim and empty 
windows akin to the eyes of a corpse, whilst the wail 
of the autumn wind still swept through the ancient 
trees. 
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Why did this story so fix itself in my brain as to lead to 
real obsession, perfect torment? This is one of those 
intelleotual problems that are di£SeaIt to solve. In vain 
I told myself that similar legends overran the rural 
distriots, and that I had no direct concern in this one. In 
spite of all, I was haunted by that dead child, that lovely 
and tragic Angeline, to whom every night for forty years 
past a desolate voice had called through the empty rooms 
of the forsaken house. 

Thus, during the first two months of the winter I 
made researches. It was evident that if anything, 
however little, had transpired of such a dramatic dis- 
appearance, the newspapers of the period must have 
referred to it. However, I ransacked the collections of 
the National Library without discovering a line about any 
such story. Then I questioned contemporaries, men who 
had formerly had intercourse with Tuileries society ; but 
none could give me a positive reply, I only obtained con- 
tradictory information. So much so that, although still 
and ever tortured by the mystery, I had abandoned all 
hope of getting to the truth, when chance one morning 
set me on a fresh track. 

Every two or three weeks I paid a visit of good- 
fellowship, affection, and admiration to the old poet Y , 

who died last April on the threshold of his seventieth 
year. Paralysis of the legs had, for many years previous, 
riveted him to an armchair in his study of the Bue d* Assas, 
whose window overlooked the garden of the Luxembourg. 
He there peacefully finished a dreamy life, for he had 
ever lived on imagination, building for himself a palace 
of ideality, in which he had loved and suffered far away 
from the real. Who of us does not remember his refined 
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and amiable features, his white hair oorly like a child's, 
his pale blue eyes, which had retained the innocence of 
youth ? One could not say that he invariably told feJse- 
hoods. But the truth is that he was prone to invention, 
in suchwise that one never exactly knew at what point 
reality ceased to exist for him and at what point dreaming 
began. He was a very charming old man, long since 
detached £rom life, one whose words often filled me with 
emotion as if indeed they were a vague, discreet revelation 
of the unknown. 

One day, then, I was chatting with him near the 
window of the little room which a blazing fire ever warmed. 
It was freezing terribly out of doors. The Luxembourg 
gardens stretched away white with snow, displaying a 
broad horizon of immaculate purity. And I know not 
how, but at last I spoke to him of La Sauvagidre, and of 
the story that still worried me — that father who had re- 
married, and that stepmother, jealous of the little girl ; 
then the murder perpetrated in a fit of fury, and the 

burial in a cellar. Y listened to me with the quiet 

smile which he retained even in moments of sadness. 
Then silence fell, his pale blue eyes wandered away over 
the white immensity of the Luxembourg, whilst a shade 
of dreaminess, emanating from him, seemed to set a faint 
quiver all around. 

* I knew Monsieur de G very well,' he said. * I 

knew his first wife, whose beauty was superhuman ; I 
knew the second one, who was no less wondrously 
beautiful; and I myself passionately loved them both 
without ever telling it. I also knew Angeline, who was 
yet more beautiful than they, and whom all men a little 
later would have worshipped on their knees. But things 
did not happen quite as you say.' 

My emotion was profound. Was the unexpected truth 
that I despaired of at hand, then? At first I felt no 
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difltroflt, but said to him, ' Ah I what a service you render 
me, my friend ! I shall at last be able to quiet my poor 
mind. Make haste to tell me all.' 

But he was not listening, his glance still wandered 
fiur away. And he began to speak in a dreamy voice, as if 
creating things and beings in his mind as he proceeded 
with his narrative. 

' At twelve years of age Angeline was one in whom all 
woman's love, with every impulse of joy and grief, had 
already flowered. She it was who felt desperately jealous 
of the new wife whom every day she saw in her father's 
arms. She suffered from it as from some frightful act of 
betrayal ; it was not her mother only who was insulted by 
that new union, she herself was tortured, her own heart 
was pierced. Every night, too, she heard her mother 
calling her from her tomb, and one night, eager to rejoin 
her, overcome by excess of suffering and excess of love, 
this child, who was but twelve years old, thrust a knife 
into her heart.' 

A cry burst from me. ' God of heaven ! Is it 
possible ? ' 

' How great was the fright and horror,' he continued, 
without hearing me, < when on the morrow Monsieur and 

Madame de G found Angeline in her little bed with that 

knife plunged to its very handle in her breast 1 They were 
about to start for Italy ; of all their servants, too, there 
only remained in the house an old nurse who had reared 
the child. In their terror, fearing that they might be 
accused of a crime, they induced the woman to help them, 
and they did indeed bury the body, but in a comer of the 
conservatory behind the house, at the foot of a huge 
orange-tree. And there it was found on the day when, 
the parents being dead, the old servant told the story.' 

Doubts had come to me while he spoke, and I 
scrutinised him anxiously, wondering if he had not 
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invented this. 'But/ said I, 'do you also think it 
possible that Angeline can come back each night in 
response to the heartrending, mysterious voice that calls 
her?' 

This time he looked at me and smiled indulgently once 
more. 

' Gome back, my friend ? Why, everyone comes back ! 
Why should not the soul of that dear dead child still 
dwell in the spot where she loved and suffered? If a 
voice is heard calling her 'tis because life has not yet 
begun afresh for her. Yet it will begin afresh, be sure of it ; 
for all begins afresh. Nothing is lost, love no more than 
beauty. Angeline ! Angeline ! Angeline ! She is called, 
and will be bom anew to the sunlight and the flowers.' 

Decidedly, neither belief nor tranquillity came to my 

mind. Indeed, my old friend V , the child-poet, had 

but increased my torment. He had assuredly been 
inventing things. And yet, like all visionaries, he could, 
perhaps, divine the truth. 

' Is it all true, what you have been telling me ? ' I 
ventured to ask him with a laugh. 

He in his turn broke into gentle mirth. < Why, 
certainly it is true. Is not the infinite all true ? ' 

That was the last time I saw him, for soon afterwards 
I had to quit Paris. But I can still picture him, glancing 
thoughtfully over the white expanse of the Luxembourg, 
so tranquil in the convictions bom of his endless dream, 
whereas I am consumed by my desire to arrest and 
for all time determine Tmth, which ever and ever flees. 

Ill 

EiGHTBEN months went by. I had been obliged to travel ; 
great trials and great joys had impassioned my life amidst 
the tempest-gust whicdi carries us all owards the Unknown. 
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But at certain moments still I heard the woeful ay, 
' Angeline ! Angeline ! Angeline ! ' approach from afiurand 
penetrate me. And then I trembled, fall of doubt once 
more, tortured by my desire to know. I could not forget ; 
for me there is no worse hell than uncertainty. 

I cannot say how it was that one splendid June 
evening I again found myself on my bicyde on ttie lonely 
road that passes La Sauvagiire. Had I expressly wished 
to see the place again, or was it mere instinct that had 
impelled me to quit the highway and turn in that 
direction ? It was nearly eight o'clock, but, those being 
the longest days of the year, the sky was still radiant with 
a triumphal sunset, cloudless, all gold and azure. And 
how light and delicious was the atmosphere, how pleasant 
was the scent of foliage and grass, how softly and 
sweetly joyous was the far-stretching peacefulness of the 
fields I 

As on the first occasion, amazement made me cfpring 
from my machine in front of La Sauvagidre. I hesitated 
for a moment. The place was no longer the same. A 
fine new iron gate glittered in the sunset, the walls had 
been repaired, and the house, which I could scarce dis- 
tinguish among the trees, seemed to have regained the 
smiling gaiety of youth. Was this, then, the predicted 
resurrection ? Had Angeline returned to life at the call of 
the distant voice ? 

I had remained on the road, thunderstruck, still gazing, 
when a halting foot&ll made me start. I turned and saw 
Mother Toussaint bringing her cow back from a neighbour- 
ing patch of lucerne. ' So those folks were not frightened, 
eh ? ' said I, pointing to the house. 

She recognised me and stopped her beast. 'Ah, 
monsieur ! ' she answered, ' there are people who would 
tread on God Himself 1 The place has been sold for more 
than a year now. But it was a painter who bought it, a 
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painter named B , and those artistSi you know, are 

capable of anything I ' 

Then she drove on her cow, shakmg her head and 
adding: 'Well, well, we must see how it will all turn 
out.' 

B~ — , the painter, the delicate and skilful artist who 
had portrayed so many amiable Parisiennes ! I knew him 
a little ; we shook hands when we met at theatres and 
shows, wherever, indeed, people are apt to meet. Thus, 
all at once, an irresistible longing seized me to go in, 
make my confession to him, and beg him to tell me what he 
knew of this Sauvagidre, whose mystery ever haunted me. 
And without reasoning, without thought even of my dusty 
cycling suit, which custom, by the way, is now rendering 
permissible, I opened the gate and rolled my bicycle as far 
as the mossy trunk of an old tree. At the clear call of the 
bell affixed to the gate a servant came ; I handed him my 
card and he left me for a moment in the garden. 

My surprise increased still more when I glanced around 
me. The housefront had been repaired, there were no 
more cracks, no more diejointed bricks ; the steps, girt with 
roses, were once more like a threshold of joyous welcome ; 
and now the living windows smiled and spoke of the 
happiness behind their snowy curtains. Then, too, there 
was the garden rid of its nettles and brambles, the flower- 
bed reviviscent, resembling a huge and fragrant nosegay, 
and the old trees, standing amid the quietude of centuries, 
rejuvenated by the golden rain of the summer sun. 

When the servant returned he led me to a drawing-room, 
saying that his master had gone to the neighbouring village, 
but would soon be home. I would have waited for hours. 
At first I took patience in examining the room, which was 
elegantly furnished, with heavy carpets, and window and 
door curtains of cretonne similar to that which upholstered 
the large settee and the deep arm-chairs. The hangings 
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were, indeed, so fall that I felt asioniBhed at the sadden 
fall of the dayli^t. Then came darkness almost perfect. 
I know not how long I stayed there ; I had been forgotten, 
no lamp even was brought me. Seated in the gloom, I 
once again yielded to my dreams and lived through the 
whole tragic story. Had Angeline been murdered? Or 
had she herself thrust a knife into her heart? And I must 
confess it, in that haunted house, where all had become so 
black, fear seized upon me — fear which was at the outset but 
slight uneasiness, a little creeping of the flesh, and which 
afterwards grew, froze me from head to foot, till I was filled 
with insane fright. 

It seemed to me at first that vague sounds were echoing 
somewhere. 'Twas doubtless in the depths of the cellars. 
There were low moans, stifled sobs, footsteps as of some 
phantom. Then it all ascended and drew nearer, the whole 
dark house seemed to me full of that frightful anguish. All 
at once the terrible call arose, ' Angeline ! AngeUne ! 
Angeline ! ' with such increasing force that I fancied I could 
feel a puff of icy breath sweep across my face. A door 
of the drawing-room was flung open violently, Angeline 
entered and crossed the room without seeing me. I re- 
cognised her in the flash of light which came in with her 
from the hall, where a lamp was burning. 'Twas really 
she, the poor dead child, twelve years of age, so marvellously 
beautiful. Her splendid fair hair fell over her shoulders, 
and she was clad in white ; she had come all white from 
the grave, whence every night she rose. Mute, scared, she 
passed before me, and vanished through another door, 
whilst again the cry rang out farther away, ' Angeline ! 
Angeline ! Angeline ! ' And I — ^I remained erect, my 
brow wet with perspiration, in a state of horror, which 
made my hair stand on end, beneath the terror-striking 
blast that had come from the Mysterious. 

Almost immediately afterwards, I fancy, at the 
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moment when a servant at last brought a lamp, I became 

conscious that B , the painter, was beside me, shaking 

my hand and apologising for having kept me waiting so 
long. I showed no false pride, but, still quivering with 
dread, I at once told him my story. And with what 
astonishment did he not at first listen to me, and then 
with what kindly laughter did he not seek to reassure me I 

' You were doubtless unaware, my dear fellow, that I 

am a cousin of the second Madame de O . Poor 

woman ! To accuse her of having murdered that child, 
she who loved her and wept for her as much as the 
father himself did ! For the only point that is true is that 
the poor Uttle girl did die here, not, thank Heaven ! by her 
own hand, but from a sudden fever which struck her 
down like a thunderbolt, in such wise that the parents 
forsook this house in horror and would never return to it. 
This explains why it so long remained empty even in their 
lifetime. After their death came endless lawsuits, which 
prevented it from being sold. I wished to secure it myself, 
I watched for it for years, and I assure you that since we 
have been here we have seen no ghost.' 

The little quiver came over me again, and I stammered, 
' But Angeline, I have just seen her, here, this moment I 
The terrible voice was calling her, and she passed by, she 
crossed this room ! ' 

He looked at me in dismay, fancying that my mind 
was affected. Then, all at once, he again broke into a 
sonorous, happy laugh. 

' It was my daughter whom you saw. It so happens 

that Monsieur de G was her godfather ; and in memory 

of his own dear daughter he chose for her the name of 
Angeline. No doubt her mother was calling her just now, 
and she passed through this room.' 

Then he himself opened a door, and once more raised 
the cry : ' Angeline ! Angeline ! Angeline 1 ' 

o 



194 ANGEUNE 

The child returned, not dead, but living, sparkling 
with javenile gaiety. 'Twas she in her white gown, with 
her splendid fieur hair feJling oyer her shoulders, and so 
beautiful, so radiant with hope, that she looked like an 
incarnation of all the springtide of life, bearing in the bud 
the promise of love and the promise of long years of 
happiness. 

Ah 1 the dear rtfoenanU^ the new child that had 
sprung from the one that was no more ! Death was 

vanquished. My old friend, the poet V , had told no 

fedsehood. Nothing is lost, renascence comes to all, to 
beauty as well as love. Mothers' voices call them, those 
lasses of to-day, those sweethearts of to-morrow, and they 
live afresh beneath the sun, amid the flowers. And 'twas 
that awakening of youth that now haunted the house — ^the 
house which had once more become young and happy, 
in the joy at last regained that springs from life the 
eternal. 
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The room in which Nantas had resided since his arrival 
from Marseilles was on the top floor of a house in the Bue 
de Lille, next to the mansion of Baron Danvilliers, a 
member of the Council of State. This house belonged to 
the baron, who had built it on the site of some old out- 
buildings. By leaning out of his window, Nantas could see 
a comer of the baron's garden, across which some magni- 
ficent trees cast their shade. Beyond, by looking over 
their leafy crests, a glimpse of Paris was to be had : the 
open space left by the Seine, with the Tuileries, the 
Louvre, the quays, a whole sea of roofs, and the Pdre 
Lachaise Oemetery in the dim distance. 

Nantas's room was a small attic, with a dormer- 
window amid the tiles. He had furnished it simply with 
a bed, a table, and a chair. He had taken up his abode 
there because he was attracted by the low rent, and had 
made up his mind to rough it until he found a situation of 
some kind. The dirty paper, the black ceiling, the 
general misery and barrenness of this garret did not 
deter him. Living in sight of the Louvre and the 
Tuileries, he compared himself to a general sleeping 
in some miserable inn at the roadside within view of the 

02 
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wealthy city whioh he means to oany by assault on the 
morrow* 

Nantas's story was a short one. The son of a Mar- 
seilles mason, he had begun his studies at the Lycte in 
that city, stimulated by the ambitious affection of his 
mother, who had set her heart upon making a gentleman 
of him. His parents had stinted themselves to'give him a 
good education ; but, his mother having died, Nantas had 
been obliged to accept an unprofitable situation in the 
office of a merchant, where for twelve years he had led a 
life of exasperating monotony. He would have taken 
himself off a score of times, if his sense of filial duty had 
not tied him to Marseilles, for his father, who had fallen 
firom a scaffolding, was quite unable towork. One night, 
however, when Nantas returned home, he found the old 
fellow dead, with his pipe lying still warm at his side. 
Three days later the young man had sold the few sticks 
about the place, and started for Paris, with just two 
hundred francs in his pocket. 

Nantas had inherited boundless ambition from his 
mother. He was a young fellow of ready decision and 
firm will ; and even when quite a boy he had been wont 
to say that he was a power. He was often laughed at 
when he so far forgot himself as to repeat his favourite 
expression confidingly, 'I am a jK>wer,' an expression 
which sounded comical indeed when one looked at him in 
his thin black coat, all out at the elbows, and with the 
cuffs half-way up his arms. However, he had gradually 
made power a religion, seeing nothing else in the world, and 
feeling convinced that the strong are necessarily the suc- 
cessful. According to his idea, to be willing and able 
ought to suffice one. All the rest was of no importance. 

One Sunday, while he was walking about alone, in 
the scorching suburbs of Marseilles, be felt genius with* 
in him ; in his inneimost being tbei^e was, as it were, m 
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hifitinctive impulse driving him onwards; and when he 
went home to eat a plateful of potatoes with his bedrid- 
den father, he determined in his own mind that some day 
or other he would carve his own way in that world in 
which, at the age of thirty, he was still a nonentity. This 
was no low greed, no appetite for vulgar pleasures on his 
part; it was the dearly-defined longing of a will and 
intellect which, not being in their proper sphere, strove to 
attain to that sphere by the natural force of logic. 

As soon as Nantas felt the paving-stones of Paris 
under his feet, he thought that he had merely to put forth 
his hands to find a situation worthy of him. On the very 
first day he began his search. He had been given various 
letters of introduction, which he presented; and, more- 
over, he called upon several of his own countrymen, thint 
ing that they would help him. But at the end of a month 
there was still no result. The times were bad, people said ; 
besides which, they merely made promises to break them. 
His little store of money was swiftly diminishing — indeed, 
at the most, some twenty francs were left him. It was upon 
those twenty francs, however, that he was forced to Uve 
for another month, eating nothing but bread, scouring 
Paris from morning till evening, and going home to bed 
without a light, feeling tired to death, and still as poor as 
ever. His courage did not fail him ; but mute anger arose 
within him. Destiny appeared to be illogical and unjust. 

One evening Nantas returned home supperless. He 
had finished his last morsel of bread on the day before. 
No money, and not a friend to lend him even a franc. 
Bain had been falling all day, one of those raw down&Us 
which are so cold in Paris. Bivers of mud were running 
in the streets, and Nantas, drenched to the skin, had gone 
to Bercy and afterwards to Montmartre, where he had 
been told of employment. But the situation at Bercy was 
filled up, and at Montmartre they had decided that his 
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hftndwriting was not good enough* Those were his two 
last hopes. He would have accepted anything, with the 
certainty that he would soon command success. He only 
asked for bread at first, something to liye upon in Paris, a 
foundation-stone upon which he might build his fortune. 
He walked slowly from Montmartre to the Bue de Lille 
with his heart full of bitterness. The rain had ceased 
fiEdling, and busy throngs crowded the streets. He stopped 
for a few minutes in front of a money-changer's office. 
Five francs would perhaps suffice him to become one day 
the master of them all. On five francs he could indeed 
liye for a week, and in a week a man may achieye 
great things. While he was dreaming thus a cab ran 
against him and splashed him with mud. He then walked 
on more quickly, setting his teeth and experiencing a 
savage desire to rush with clenched fists upon the crowd 
which barred his way. It would have been taking a kind 
of vengeance for the cruelty of fate. 

In the Bue Bichelieu he was almost run over by an 
omnibus, but he made his way to the Place du Carrousel, 
whence he threw a jealous glance at the Tuileries. On 
the Saints-Pdres Bridge a little well-dressed girl obliged 
him to deviate from the straight path which he was 
following with the obstinacy of a wild boar tracked by 
hounds, and this deviation appeared to him a supreme 
humiliation. The very children impeded his progress ! 
Finally, when he had taken refage in his room, as a 
wounded animal returns to its lair to die, he threw him- 
self heavily upon his chair, dead-beat, gazing at his 
trousers which the mud had stiffened, and at his worn-out 
boots which had left wet marks along the floor. 

The end had come then. Nantas debated how he 
should kill himself. His pride held good, and he imagined 
that his suicide would injure Paris. To be a power, to 
feel one's own worth, and not to find a soul to appreciate 
70U, not one to give you Jh^al erown which you have 
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ever wanted I It seemed monstrous to him, and his whole 
being revolted at the thought. Then he felt immense 
regret as his glance fell upon his useless arms. No work 
had any terror for him. With the tip of his little finger 
he would have raised the world ; and yet there he was, 
oast into a comer, reduced to impotence, and fuming with 
impatience like a caged lion ! But presently he became 
calmer, death seemed to him grander. When he was a 
little boy he had been told the story of an inventor who, 
having constructed a marvellous machine, had one day 
smashed it to pieces with a hammer because of the in- 
difference of the world. Well, he was like that man, he 
bore within him a new force, a rare mechanism of intelli- 
gence and will, and he was about to destroy his machine 
by dashing out his brains in the street. 

The sun was going down behind the tall trees of the 
Danvilliers mansion ; an autumn sun it was, with golden 
rays lighting up the yellow leaves. Nantas rose as if 
attracted by the fEurewell beams of the heavenly body. He 
was about to die, he wanted light. For a moment he 
leant out of the window. Between the masses of foliage 
he had often seen a tall, fair young girl walking with a 
queenly step in the garden. He was not romantic, he 
had passed that a<ge when young men in garrets dream 
that well-bom ladies approach them with their love and 
fortunes. Yet it chanced that, at this supreme hour of 
suicide, he suddenly recollected that fair and haughty 
girl. What could be her name ? He knew not. But at 
the same time he clenched his fists, for his only feeling 
was one of hatred for the inhabitants of that mansion, 
glimpses of whose luxury were afforded him by the par- 
tially opened windows; and he muttered in a burst ;of 
rage: 

' I would sell myself, I would sell myself, if some one 
would only give me the first coppers I need for my fortune 
to come I ' 
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This idea of selling himself oocnpied his mind for a 
moment. If there had been such a place as a pawn-shop 
where people advanced money on energy and willingness, 
he would have gone and pledged himself! He set about 
imagining cases : a politician might buy him to make a 
tool of him, a banker to make use of every atom of his 
intelligence; and he accepted, scorning honour, and 
telling himself that it would su£Sce if he some day ac- 
quired strength and ended by winning the fight. Then he 
smiled. Did a man ever get a chance to sell himself ? 
Bogues, who watch every opportunity, die of want» without 
finding a purchaser. Now that suicide seemed his only 
course, he was fearful lest he should be overcome by 
cowardice, and he tried in this way to divert his thoughts. 
He had sat down again, swearing tiiat he would throw 
himself out of the window as soon as it was dark. 

So great was his &tigue, however, that he fell asleep 
upon his chair. Suddenly he was awakened by the sound 
of a voice. It was the doorkeeper of the house, who was 
showing a lady into his room. 

' Sir,' the doorkeeper began, ' I took the liberty to come 
up ' 

Then, seeing no light in the room, she quickly went 
downstairs and fetched a candle. She seemed to know 
the person whom she had brought with her, and showed 
herself at once complaisant and respectful. 

' There,' said she, on leaving the room, after placing 
the candle on the table, ' you can talk at your ease : nobody 
will disturb you.' 

Nantas, who had awoke with a start, looked with 
astonishment at the lady who had called upon him. She 
had now raised her veil, and appeared to be about five- 
and-forty, short, very stout, and with the face of a devotee. 
He had never seen her before. When he offered her the 
(mly chair, casting an inquiring glance at her, she gave 



NANTAS 20I 

her name: ' Mademoiselle Chuin — I have come, sir, to talk 
to you about a very important matter.' 

Nantas had sat down on the edge of the bed. The 
name of Mademoiselle Chuin told him nothing, and his 
only coarse was to wait until she should think fit to 
explain herself. But she seemed in no hurry to do so ; 
she had given a glance round the tiny room, and appeared 
to be hesitating as to the way in which she might start 
the conversation. Finally she spoke in a very gentle voice, 
emphasising her remarks with a smile. 

^ Well, sir, I come as a friend. I have been told your 
touching story. Do not think that I am a spy ; my only 
wish is to be of use to you. I know how fall of trials 
your life has been till now, with what courage you have 
struggled to find a situation, and the final result of all 
your painfal efibrts. Once more, sir, forgive me for 
intruding upon you. I assure you that sympathy 
alone ' 

Nantas, however, did not interrupt her ; his curiosity 
was aroused, and he surmised that the doorkeeper of the 
house had famished the lady with all those particulars. 
Mademoiselle Chuin, being at liberty to continue, seemed 
solely desirous of paying compliments and putting things 
in the most attractive way. 

' You have a great future before you, sir,' she resumed. 
' I have taken the liberty to follow your endeavours, and I 
have been greatly struck by your praiseworthy courage in 
misfortune. In one word, in my opinion there is a great 
future before you, if some one gives you a helping hand.' 

She stopped again. She was waiting for a word. 
The young man, who believed that the lady had come to 
ofier liim a situation, replied that he would accept any- 
thing. But she, now that the ice was broken, asked him 
point-blank : 

' Would you have any objection to marry ? ' 
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'Ihny!' cried Nantas. ^GoodiiaB8» madamel lAo 
would hftTB me ? Some poor gid thai I eould not eTen 
faedl' 

'No; a Torj pnttj giri, Torj ridi, splflDdidfy eoDiieeied, 
and who wiU at ooee pal joo in poBwnwBnn of the means 
to attain to the i^i glKwi positioii** 

Nantaa laughed no longer. 

'Then what aie the terms?* he a^ed, mstinctively 
lowering his Toioe. 

* The gid has had a misfortone and jon most assome 
lesponsibQitjy' said Mademoiselle Ghidn; and, putting 
aside her mustoons phraseology in her desire to eome 
straight to the point, she gaye some details. 

Nantas's first impulse was to torn her out of doors. 

' It*s an in&moos thing to prc^^ose,* he muttered. 

' Infiunons ! ' exclaimed Mademoiselle Chmn, afibcting 
her honied tones again, * I can't admit that ugly word. 
The truth is, sir, that you will saye a fiimily from despur. 
Her fikther knows nothing as yet ; this misfiortune has not 
long fEkllen upon her, and it was I myself who oonodved 
the idea of thus marrying her as soon as possible. I know 
her father ; it would kill him if nothing were done. My 
plan would soften the blow; he would think the wrong 
half -redressed. The unfortunate part of it is that the 
real culprit is married. Ah ! sir, there are men who really 
have no moral sense.' 

She might have gone on like this for a long while, for 
Nantas was not listening to her. He was thinking, why 
should he refuse ? Had he not been proposing to seU him- 
self a little while back? Very well, here was a buyer. 
Fair exchange is no robbery. He would give his name, 
and he would be given a situation. It was an ordinary 
contract. He looked at his muddy trousers, and felt that 
he had eaten nothing since the day before ; all the disgust 
bom of two months' struggling and humiliation rose up 
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within him. At last he was about to set his foot on the 
world which had repulsed him, and driven him to the 
verge of suioide ! 

' I accept,' he said curtly. 

Then he asked for clear explanations from Mademoiselle 
Chuin. What did she want for her services ? She pro- 
tested at first that she wanted nothing. However, she 
ended by claiming twenty thousand francs out of the 
dowry which the young man would receive. And as he 
did not haggle over the terms, she became expansive. 

' Listen,' she said, ' it was I who thought of you, and 
the young lady did not refuse when I mentioned your 
name. Oh ! you will thank me later on. I might have 
got a title ; I know a man who would have jumped at the 
chance. But I preferred to choose some one outside of the 
poor child's sphere. It will appear more romantic. And 
then I like you. You are good-looking, and have plenty of 
sense. You will make your way ; and you mustn't forget 
me. Remember that I am devoted to you.' 

So fioj: no name had been mentioned, and upon Nantas 
making an inquiry in this respect the old maid stood up 
and said, introducing herself afresh : 

' Mademoiselle Chuin ; I have been living as governess 
in Baron Danvilliers' feimily since the baroness's death. 
I educated Mademoiselle Flavie — the baron's daughter. 
Mademoiselle Flavie is the young lady in question.' 

Then she withdrew, after formally placing on the table 
an envelope containing a five hundred franc note. It was 
an advance which she herself made to defray preliminary 
expenses. 

When Nantas found himself alone he went to the 
window again. The night was very dark ; nothing was to 
be seen but the dark masses of shadow cast by the trees \ 
one window only in the gloomy frontage of the mansion 
showed a light. So it was that tall fair girl who walked 
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with such a queenly step, and did not deign to notice him. 
She or some other, what mattered it ? The girl was no 
part of the bargain. Then Nantas raised his eyes still 
higher, upon Paris roaring in the gloom, upon the quays, 
the streets, the squares, upon the whole left bank of tiie 
river, illuminated by the flickering gaslights : and like a 
superior being he addressed the city, saying : 
< Now you are mine I ' 



n 

Babon DanyhiLIBbs was sitting in the room iK^ch served 
him as a study, a cold lofty apartment, furnished with old- 
fashioned leatiixer-covered furniture. For the last two days 
he had been in a state of stupor, Mademoiselle Ghuin 
having informed him of what had befallen Flavie. In vain 
had she softened and toned down the facts ; the old man 
had been overcome by the blow, and it was only the 
thought that the culprit was in a position to offer the sole 
reparation possible that kept him from death. That 
morning he was awaiting the visit of this man, who was 
utterly unknown to him, but who had robbed him of his 
daughter. He rang the bell. 

' Joseph, a young man will call, whom you will show 
in here at once. I am not at home to anybody else,' he 
said. 

Sitting alone at his fireside he brooded bitterly. The 
son of a mason, a starveling without any position! 
Mademoiselle Ghuin had certainly spoken of him as a 
promising youth, but what a disgrace to a £amily whose 
honour had hitherto been stainless ! Flavie had accused 
herself with a kind of passionate eagerness, so as to acquit 
her governess of the slightest blame. Since the painful 
scene between them she had kept her room, and, indeed, 
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the baron had refused to see her. Before forgiving her he 
was determined to look into the matter. All his plans 
were laid. But his hair had grown whiter, and his head 
shook with age. 

' Monsienr Nantas,' announced Joseph. 

The baron did not rise. He simply tamed his head 
and looked fixedly at Nantas, who walked forward. The 
latter had had the good sense not to yield to any desire to 
dress himself ap ; he had simply bought a black coat and 
a pair of trousers, which were decent but very worn, and 
gave him the appearance of a poor but careful student, with 
nothing of the adventurer about him. He stopped in the 
middle of the room and waited, standing up, but without 
humility. 

' So it is you, sir,' stammered the old man. 

But he could not continue, for his emotion choked him, 
and he feared lest he might commit some act of violence. 
After a pause, he said, simply, ' You have committed a 
wicked deed, sir.' 

Then when Nantas was about to make some excuse, he 
repeated more emphatically — ' A wicked deed. I wish to 
know nothing, I request you to explain nothing to me. In 
faet no explanation can lessen your crime. Only robbers 
break in upon families in this way.' 

Nantas hung his head a^gain. 

' It is making money very easily, setting a trap in which 
one is certain of catching both child and father.' 

< Allow me, sir,' interrupted the young man, stung by 
these words. 

But the baron made a violent gestgre. 

* What ? Why should I allow anything ? It is not for 
you to speak here. I am telling you what I am in duty 
bound to tell you, and what you are bound to hear, since 
you come before me as a culprit. Look at this house. 
Our family has lived here for more than three centuries 
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without reproach. Standing here, are you not conscioos 
of our ancient honour and dignity ? Well, sir, you have 
trifled with all that. It nearly killed me ; and to-day my 
hands tremble as if I had suddenly grown ten years older. 
Be silent and listen to me.' 

Nantas had turned very pale. He had taken a difficult 
part upon himself. He felt anxious to make the blindness 
of passionate love serve as his pretext. 

' I lost my head,' he muttered, trying to make up some 
tale. ' I could not look at Mademoiselle Flavie ' 

At his daughter's name the baron rose and cried in a 
voice like thunder : 

' Silence ! I have told you that I do not wish to know 
anytlung. Whatever happened matters little to me. I 
have asked her nothing, and I ask you nothing. Keep 
your confessions to yourselves, I will have nothing to do 
with them.' 

Then he sat down again, trembling and exhausted. 
Nantas bent his head, feeling deeply moved, in spite of the 
command he had over himself. After a pause the old man 
continued in the dry tone of a person discussing business 
matters : 

' I beg pardon, sir. I had determined to keep cool but 
fjEdled. You are not at my disposal ; I am at yours, since 
I am in your power. You are here to carry out a trans- 
action which has become necessary. To business, sir.' 

And thenceforward he affected to speak like a lawyer, 
settling as agreeably as possible some shameful case in 
which he was loath to dabble. He began formally: 
'Mademoiselle Flavie Danvilliers inherited at the death 
of her mother a sum of two) hundred thousand francs, 
which she was not to receive until her marriage. That 
sum has produced interest ; but here are the accounts of 
my guardianship which I will communicate to you.' 

He opened a book and began to read some figures. 
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Nantas in vain tried to stop him. Emotion seized him in 
the presence of this old man, who appeared so upright and 
simple, and who seemed to him so great because he was so 
calm. 

* Finally,* the baron concluded, * I bestow on you, by 
an agreement which my notary drew up this morning, 
another sum of two hundred thousand francs. I know 
that you have nothing. You can draw those two hundred 
thousand francs at my banker's on the day after the 
marriage.' 

' But I don't ask for your money, sir,' said Nantas, ^ I 
only want your daughter.' 

The baron out him short. 

< You have not the right to refuse,' he said, ' and my 
daughter could not marry a man with less money than her- 
self. I give you the dowry which I intended for her, that 
is all. Possibly you reckoned on more, for I have the credit 
of being richer than I really am.' 

And as the young man remained mute at this last 
thrust, the baron put an end to the interview by ringing 
the bell. 

' Joseph, tell Mademoiselle Flavie that I want her in my 
room at once.' 

He had risen from his chair, and now began to walk 
slowly about the room. Nantas remained motionless. He 
was deceiving this old man, and he felt small and power- 
less before him. At last Flavie appeared. 

' My child,' said the baron, ' here is the man. The 
marriage will take place as soon as possible.' 

Then he went out of the room, leaving them alone, as 
if, so far as he was concerned, the marriage were over. 

When the door was shut silence reigned. Nantas and 
Flavie looked at one another. They had never met before. 
He thought her very handsome, with her pale and haughty 
face, and her large grey eyes which never drooped. Perhaps 
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ahe had been crying during the three days that she had 
spent in her room ; however, the eddness of her ohedcs 
must have frozen her tears. She it was who spoke first. 

*• Then the matter is settled, sir,' she said« 

' Yes, madame,' replied Nantas simply. 

Her face contracted involuntarily as she cast a long 
look at him, a look which seemed to be fathoming his 
baseness. 

' Well, so much the better,' she continued. ' I was 
afraid I should not find anyone to agree to such abargain.* 

Nantas could distinguish in her voice all the soom which 
she felt for him, but he raised his head. If he had trembled 
before the f&ther, knowing that he was deceiving him, he 
determined to be firm with the daughteri who was his 
accomplice. 

' Excuse me, madame,' he said calmly, and with the 
greatest politeness. ' I think you misconceive the position 
in which what you rightly call the bargain has jdaoed us. 
I apprehend that, from to-day forth, we are on a footing of 
perfect equality.' 

' Indeed 1 ' interrupted Flavie, with a scornful smile. 

' Yes, perfect equality. You require a name, in order 
to conceal a £&ult which I do not presume to condemn, and 
I give you my name. On my side I require money, and a 
certain social position, in order to carry out some great en- 
terprises, and you furnish me with that money and position. 
We thus become two partners whose ci^itals balance. It 
only remains for us to express our mutual thanks for the 
service which we are rendering to one another.' 

She smiled no longer ; indeed, a look of irritated pride 
appeared upon her face. After a pause she asked him, 
' You know my conditions ? ' 

' No, madame,' said Nantas, preserving perfect calmness. 
' Be good enough to name them. I agree to them in 
advance,' 



NAJS/TAS 209 

Upon this she spoke as follows, without hesitating or 
blushing : ' Our lives will remain completely distinct and 
separate. You will give up all rights over me, and I shall 
owe no duty towards you.' 

At each sentence Nantas made an affirmative sign. 
This was precisely what he desired. 

' If I thought it part of my duty to be gallant/ he said, 
' I should assert that such conditions would drive me to 
despair. But we are above empty compliments. I am 
pleased to see that you have such a correct appreciation of 
our respective positions. We are not entering upon life by 
the path of roses. I only ask one thing of you, madame, 
which is, that you will not make use of the liberty I shall 
accord you in such a way as to necessitate any interference 
on my part.' 

^ What, sir ! ' exclaimed Flavie, violently, her pride re* 
volting. 

Nantas bowed respectfully, and entreated her not to be 
o£Eended. Their position was a delicate one ; they must 
both of them put up with certain allusions, without which 
a perfect understanding would be impossible. He refrained 
from insisting further. Mademoiselle Ohuin, in a second 
interview, had given him further particulars and had named 
to him a certain Monsieur des Fondettes as the person to 
whom all the trouble was due. 

Suddenly Nantas felt a friendly impulse. Like all 
those who are conscious of their own power, he was fond 
of being good-natured. 

' Listen, madame,' he exclaimed. ' We don't know one 
another, but it would be really wrong of us to hate one 
another at first sight. Perhaps we are made to under- 
stand each other. I can see that you despise me, but 
perhaps that is because you do not know my story.' 

Then he began to talk feverishly, throwing himself into 
a state of excitement as he spoke of his life, his ambition, 

p 
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and his desperate fruitless efforts in Paris. Then he dis- 
played his soom of what he called social conventionalism, 
in which ordinary men became entangled. What mattered 
the opinion of the world, he asked, when a man had his 
foot on it ? He most show his superiority. Power was an 
excuse for all. And in glowing terms he painted the 
sovereign existence which he would make for himself. He 
feared no further obstacle; nothing prevailed against 
power. He would be powerful, and therefore he would be 
happy. 

' Don't imagine that I am miserably sordid,' he con- 
tinued. ^ I am not selling myself for your fortune ; I only 
take your money as a means to rise. Oh, if you only knew 
what is working within me ! if you only knew the burning 
nights which I have spent, always meditating ov^ the same 
idea, which was only swept away by the reality of the 
morrow, then you would understand me 1 You would then, 
perhaps, be proud to lean on my arm, saying to yourself 
that you at least had furnished me with the means to 
become some one ! ' 

She listened to him in silence, without a single move- 
ment of her features. And he asked himself a question 
which he had been turning over in his mind for three days 
past, without being able to find answer to it: Had she 
noticed him at his window, that she had so readily accepted 
Mademoiselle Chuin's scheme when the latter had men- 
tioned him? The singular idea occurred to him that 
perhaps she might have loved him with a romantic love if 
he had indignantly refused the bargain which the governess 
had proposed to him. 

He stopped at last, and Flavie maintained an icy 
silence. Then, as if he had not made his confession, she 
repeated in a dry voice : ' Then, it is understood, our lives 
completely distinct, absolute liberty.' 

Nantas at once resumed his ceremonious air, and in the 
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curt voice of a man discussing an agreement, replied : ' It 
is settled, madame.' 

ni-pleased with himself, he then withdrew. How was 
it that he had yielded to the foolish desire to overcome that 
woman ? She was very handsome ; but it was better that 
there should be nothmg m common between them, for she 
might hamper him ip life. 



m 

Ten years had passed. One morning Nantas was sitting 
in the study in which Baron DanviUiers had given him 
such a formidable reception on the occasion of their first 
meeting. That study was now his own ; the baron, after 
being reconciled to his daughter and his son-in-law, had 
given up the house to them, merely reserving for his own 
use a little building situated at the other end of the garden 
and overlooking the Bue de Beaune. In ten years' time 
Nantas had won for himself one of the highest positions 
attainable in the financial and mercantile worlds. Having 
a hand in all the great railway enterprises, engaged in all 
the land speculations which signalised the earlier period 
of the Second Empire, he had rapidly accumulated an 
immense fortune. But his ambition did not halt at that ; 
he was determined to play a part in politics, and he had 
succeeded in getting elected as a deputy in a department 
where he had several farms. Since taking his seat in the 
Oorps L^gislatif , he had posed as a future Finance Minister. 
Thanks to his practical knowledge and his ready tongue, 
he was day by day acquiring a more important position. 
He was skilful enough to affect absolute devotion to the 
Empire, but at the same time he professed theories on 
financial subjects which made a great stir, and which he 
knew gave the Emperor a deal to think of. 

p2 
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On that particular morning Nantas was overladen with 
business. The greatest activity prevailed in the spaoioiis 
offices which he had arranged on the ground-floor of the 
mansion. There was a crowd of clerks, some sitting 
motionless at wickets, and others constantly going back- 
wards and forwards, to the sound of banging doors. Bags 
of gold lay open and overflowing on the tables. There was 
a constant ring of the precious metal, a tinkling music 
of wealth such as might have flooded the streets. In 
the ante-rooms a crowd was surging; place-hunters, 
financial agents, politicians, all Paris on its knees before 
power. Great men frequently waited there patiently for 
an hour at a stretch. And he, sitting at his table, in cor- 
respondence with people far and near, able to grasp the 
world with his outstretched arms, was carrying his former 
dream of force into fulfilment, conscious that he was the 
intelligent motor of a colossal machine which moved king- 
doms and empires. 

Suddenly he rang for his usher. He seemed anxious. 

' Germain,' he said, ' do you know whether your mis- 
tress has come in ? ' 

And when the man replied that he did not know, he 
told him to summon his wife's maid. But Germain did 
not move. 

^ Excuse me, sir,' he whispered ; < the President of the 
Corps L6gislatif insists on seeing you.' 

Nantas made an impatient gesture and replied : ' Well, 
show him in, and do as I told you.' 

On the previous day, a speech which Nantas had made 
on an important budgetary question had produced such 
an impression that the matter had been referred to a 
commission to be amended according to his views. After 
the sitting of the Chamber a rumour had spread that the 
Finance Minister intended to resign, and Nantas was at 
once spoken of as his probable successor. For his part he 
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shrugged his shoulders : nothing had been done, he had 
only had an interview with the Emperor with regard to 
certain special points. However, the President's visit 
might have vast significance. At this thought Nantas 
tried to throw off the feeling of worry which was weighing 
on him, and rose to grasp the President's hand. 

' Ah, Monsieur le Due,' ^ he said, * I beg your pardon. 
I did not know you were here. Believe me, I am deeply 
sensible of the honour which you are paying me.' 

For a minute they talked cordially ; then the President, 
without saying anything definite, gave him to understand 
that he had been sent by the Emperor to sound him. 
Would he accept the Finance portfolio, and what would be 
his programme ? Upon this, Nantas, with superb calm- 
ness, named his conditions. But beneath the impassibility 
of his face mute triumph was swelling. At last he had 
mounted the final rung, he was at the top of the ladder. 
Another step, and he would have all heads save that of the 
sovereign beneath him. As the President concluded, saying 
that he was going at once to the Emperor to communicate 
Nantas's programme, a small door which communicated 
with the private part of the house opened, and the maid 
of the financier's wife appeared. 

Nantas, suddenly turning pale, stopped short in the 
middle of a sentence and hurried to the girl, saying to the 
duke: 

' Pray excuse me.' 

Then he questioned the servant in whispers. Madame 
had gone out early ? Had she said where she was going ? 
When was she expected home ? The maid replied vaguely, 
like a clever girl who did not wish to compromise herself. 



^ The inoidents of the story are supposed to take place during the 
earlier years of the Second Empire, when the Duke de Momy (the 
illegitimate half-brother of Napoleon in.) was President of the 
Gorps L^gislatif .~-£d. 
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Understanding the absurdity of the situation, Nantas con- 
cluded by remarking, < Tell your mistress as soon as she 
comes in that I wish to speak to her.' 

The President of the Chamber, somewhat surprised, 
had stepped up to a window and was looking into the 
courtyard. Nantas now returned to him, again apologising. 
But he had lost his self-possession, he stammered, and 
astonished the duke by his clumsy remarks. 

' There, I've spoilt the whole business,' he exclaimed 
aloud, when the other had gone. ' I've missed the portfQlio.' 

He sat down, feeling disgusted and angry. Several 
more visitors were then shown in. An engineer had a 
report to present to him, showing that enormous profits 
would arise from the working of a certain mine. A 
diplomatist interviewed him on the subject of a loan which 
a foreign Power wanted to negotiate in Paris. EQs tools 
flocked in, rendering account of twenty different schemes. 
Finally he received a large number of his colleagues of the 
Chamber, all of whom went into raptures about his speech 
of the day before. 

Leaning back in his chair, he accepted all this flattery 
without a smile. The clink of gold was still audible in 
the neighbouring rooms ; the house seemed to tremble like a 
foictory, as if all that money were manufactured there. He 
had only to take up a pen to despatch telegrams which 
would have spread joy or consternation through the 
markets of Europe ; he could prevent or precipitate war, 
by supporting or opposing the loan of which he had been 
told ; he even held the fate of the French Budget in his 
hands, and he would soon know whether it would be best 
for him to support or oppose the Empire. This was his 
triumph, his formidable personality had become the axis 
upon which a world was turning. And yet he did not 
enjoy his triumph, as he had thought he would. He ex- 
perienced a feeling of listlessness, his mind was elsewhere, 
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on the alert at the slightest audible sound. Scarcely had 
a flame, a flush of satisfied ambition, risen to his cheeks 
than he felt himself turn pale again as if a cold hand from 
behind had been laid upon his neck. 

Two hours had passed and Flavie had not yet appeared. 
Nantas at last called Germain, and gave him orders to 
summon Baron Danvilliers if the old gentleman were at 
home. Then he began to pace his study, refusing to see 
anyone else that day. Little by little his agitation had in- 
creased. His wife had evidently been to keep some 
appointment. She must have renewed her acquaintance 
with Monsieur des Fondettes. The latter's wife had died 
six months previously. True, Nantas disclaimed any idea 
of being jealous ; during ten years he had strictly observed 
the agreement to which he had been a party ; but he drew 
the Ime, as he said, at being made a dupe of. Never 
would he allow his wife to compromise his position by 
making him a laughing-stock. His strength forsook him 
as he became a prey to the feelings of a husband who 
requires respect. He experienced agony such as he had 
never endured, not even in his most hazardous speculations, 
at the commencement of his career. 

At last Flavie entered the room, still in her outdoor 
costume ; she had merely taken off her glovea and hat. 
Nantas, whose voice trembled, told her that he would have 
gone to her if he had known that she had come in. But, 
without sitting down, she motioned to him to have done 
quickly. 

' Madame,* he began, ' an explanation has become 
necessary between us. Where were you this morning ? ' 

Her husband's quivering voice and the pointedness of 
his question, astonished her profoundly. 

< Where it pleased me to go,' she replied in a cold tone. 

< That is exactly what, in future, I must object to,' he 
resumed, turning very pale. ' It is your duty to recollect 
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what I laid to yon : I will not allow yon to make use of 
the liberty I grant yon, in a way iddoh may bring diegraoe 
upon my name.' 

Flavie smiled in sovereign diadain. 

< Disgrace your name, sir ? but that is a qneetion which 
regards yoorself . It is a thing which no longer remains to 
be done.' 

Upon this, Nantas, wild with passiony adwncedt as if 
to strike her. 

< Yon wretched creatore I ' he stammeredi ' you have 
jnst left Monsieur des Fondettes. Yon have a bver, I 
know it ! ' 

<Yoa are wrong,' she replied, without reeoiling; <I 
have never seen Monsieur des Fondettes again. But even 
if I had a lover, it would not be for you to reproach me. 
What difference would it make to you ? You forget our 
compact.' 

He looked at her for a moment with wild eyes ; theui 
choking with sobs, and throwing into one cry all the 
passion which he had so long stifled, he flung himself at 
her feet. 

* Oh, Flavie, I love you I ' 

Unbending still, she drew back, for he had touched the 
hem of her dress. But the wretched man followed her, 
dragging himself upon his knees with his hands uplifted. 

' I love you, Flavie, I love you to madness I How it 
happened I know not. It began years ago, and it grew 
and grew, till now it has absorbed my whole being. Oh ! 
I have struggled. I thought this passion unworthy of me. 
I called our first interview to mind. But now I suffer too 
much. I must speak ' 

For a long time he continued thus. It was the 
shattering of all his principles. This man, who had put 
his trust in force, who maintained that volition was the 
sole lever capable of moving the world, was crushed, feeble 
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like a child, disanned by a woman. And his dream of 
fortune realised, his present high position, he would have 
given all for that woman to have raised him by a Mss 
upon his brow ! She marred his triumph. He no longer 
heard the gold which sounded in his office ; he no longer 
thought of the endless procession of flatterers who came 
to bow their knees to him ; he forgot that the Emperor, at 
that moment, perhaps, was summoning him to power. 
All those things had no existence for him. He possessed 
everything, save the only thing he wished for — his wife's 
love. And if she denied it, then he had nothing left 
him! 

* Listen,' he continued ; ' whatever I have done, I have 
done for you. At first, it is true, you were for nothing in 
it ; I simply worked to gratify my own pride. But soon 
you became the one object of all my thoughts, of all my 
e£Ebrts. I told myself that I must mount as high as 
possible, in order to become worthy of you. I hoped to 
make you unbend on the day when I should lay my 
power at your feet. See what I now am. Have I not 
won your forgiveness ? Do not despise me any longer, I 
entreat you.' 

As yet she had not spoken. Now, however, she said 
calmly : ' Get up, sir. Somebody might come in.' 

He refused, and still went on entreating. Perhaps he 
would have bided his time if he had not been jealous of 
Monsieur des Fondettes. It was that torture which mad- 
dened him. At last he became very humble. 

'I see that you still despise me. Very well, wait, do 
not bestow your love on anybody. I can promise you so 
much that I shall know how to move you. You must 
forgive me if I was harsh just now. I am out of my 
senses. Oh, let me hope that you will love me some day 1 ' 

' Never 1 ' she answered energetically. 

Then, as he still remained upon the floor seemingly 
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crashed, she would have left the room; bat saddenly, 
beside himself with fary, he sprang ap and caught her by 
the wrists. A woman braved him thus when the world 
was at his feet ! He was capable of anything, could over- 
throw States, rule France as he pleased, and yet he could 
not obtain his wife's love 1 He, so strong, so powerful, he 
whose slightest desires were orders, he had but one 
longing now, and that longing would never be gratified, 
because a creature, who was as weak as a child, spumed 
him 1 He grasped her arms, and repeated in a hoarse 
whisper : * You must, you must ' 

' And I will not,' replied Flavie, pale and obstinate. 

The struggle was still going on when Baron Danvilliers 
opened the door. On seeing him, Nantas released Flavie, 
and cried : 

' Your daughter has just come from her lover, sir I 
Tell her that a woman should respect her husband's name, 
even if she does not love him, even if the thought of her 
own honour does not stand in the way.' 

The baron, who was greatly aged, remained standing 
on the threshold, gazing at this violent scene. It was a 
melancholy surprise for him. He had believed them to be 
united, and he looked with approval on their ceremonious 
intercourse in public, considering that to be a mere matter 
of form. His son-in-law and he belonged to different 
generations; but although he disliked the financier's 
somewhat unscrupulous activity, although he condenmed 
certain undertakings which he regarded as undesirable, he 
was forced to recognise Nantas's strength of will and his 
quick intellect. And now he suddenly came upon this 
drama, which he had never even suspected. 

When Nantas accused Flavie of having a lover, the 
baron, who still treated his married daughter with the same 
severity as he had shown her when a child, advanced with 
a stately step. 
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'I swear to you that she has just come from her 
lover's,' repeated Nantas; ^ and, look at her, she defies me.' 

Flavie turned away her head disdainfully. She was 
arranging her cuffs, which her husband had crushed in his 
roughness. Not a blush was to be seen on her face. Her 
father spoke to her. 

* My child,' said he, * why do you not defend yourself ? 
Can your husband be speaking the truth ? Can you have 
reserved this last grief for my old age ? The offence would 
fall on me as well ; for the fault of one member of a family 
fjEbUs upon the others.' 

Flavie made a gesture of impatience. Her father had 
well chosen his time to accuse her 1 For a moment longer 
she bore his questions, wishing to spare him the shame of 
an explanation. But as he in his turn lost patience, 
seeing her mute and obstinate, she finally replied, 
' Father, let this man play his part. You do not know 
him. For your own sake do not force me to speak out.' 

' He is your husband,' said the old man, ' the father of 
your child.' 

Flavie started, stung to the quick. < No, no, he is not 
the father of my child. I will tell you everything now. 
This man was never my lover, for it would be at least some 
excuse for him if he had loved me. This man simply sold 
himself and agreed to hide another's sin.' 

The baron turned towards Nantas, who had recoiled, 
deadly pale. 

' Do you hear me, father ? ' continued Flavie, more 
violently. ' He sold himself, sold himself for money ! I 
have never loved him, and he has never been anything to 
me. I wished to spare you a great sorrow. I bought 
him so that he might lie to you. Look at him now. See 
whether I am not telling you the truth.' 

Nantas hid his face in his hands. 

< And now,' resumed the young woman, < he actually 
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wants me to love him. He went down on his knees just 
now and wept. Some comedy, no doubt 1 Forgive me for 
having deceived yon, father ; bat how can I love such a 
man ? Now that yon know all, take me away. Indeed, he 
treated me with violence just now, and I will not remain 
here a moment longer.' 

The baron straightened his bent figure. In silence 
he stepped forward and gave his arm to his daughter. The 
two crossed the room, without Nantas making a movement 
to detain them. Then, upon reaching the door, the old 
man spoke these two words : ' Farewell, sir.' 

The door closed. Nantas remained alone, crushed, 
gazing wildly into the void around him. Germain came 
in and placed a letter on the table ; Nantas opened it 
mechanically, and cast his eyes over it. This letter, 
written by the Emperor in person, gave him the appoint- 
ment of Finance Minister, and was couched in the most 
flattering terms. He could hardly understand it; the 
realisation of all his ambition did not affect him in the 
least. 

Meanwhile, in the neighbouring rooms the rattle of 
money had grown louder ; it was the busiest hour of the 
day, the hour when Nantas's house seemed to shake the 
world. And he, amid that colossal machinery which was 
his work, he, at the apogee of his power, with his eyes 
stupidly fixed on the Emperor's letter, gave vent to a 
childish complaint, the negation of his whole life : ' Ah 1 
how imhappy I am 1 how unhappy I am I ' 

Then, resting his head upon the table, he wept, and the 
hot tears that gushed forth from his eyes blotted the letter 
which appointed him Minister of Finance. 
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IV 

DuBiNG the whole of the eighteen months that Nantas had 
been a Minister, he had been trying to drown the past by 
superhuman toil. On the day after the scene in his study 
he had had an interview with Baron Danvilliers; and 
Flavie, acting on her father's advice, had consented to return 
to her husband's roof. But they spoke no word together, 
except when they were forced to play a comedy in the eyes 
of the world. Nantas had determined not to leave his 
home. In the evening his secretaries came to him from 
the Ministry, and he got through all his work in his own 
study. 

It was at this period of his life that he performed his 
greatest deeds. A secret voice suggested lofty and fruitful 
aspirations to him. Whenever he passed by, a murmur of 
sympathy and admiration was heard. But he remained 
insensible to eulogy. It may be said that he worked without 
hope of reward, with the sole idea of performing prodigies, 
of which the only aim was to compass the impossible. At 
each step on his upward career he consulted Flavie's face. 
Was she touched at last ? Did she pardon him his former 
baseness ? Had she still any thought save of the deve- 
lopment of his intellect? But never did he detect any 
emotion on that woman's mute countenance, and he said 
to himself, as he redoubled his efforts : ' I am not high 
enough for her yet ; I must climb, still climb.' 

He was determined to compel happiness, as he had 
compelled fortune. All his old belief in his power returned, 
he would not admit that there was any other lever in this 
world; it was will which produced humanity. When 
discouragement seized on him at times, he shut himself 
up, BO that nobody should witness the weakness of his 
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flesh. Hifl straggles oould only be read in his deep-set, 
dark-oiroled eyes, in which an ardent fire blazed. 

He was devoured by jealousy now. To fail to win 
Flavie's love was a torture ; but the thought that she 
might oare for another drove him mad. By way of 
asserting her liberty, it was quite possible that she might 
intrigue with Monsieur des Fondettes. Her husband 
affected not to occupy himself with her, but all the time he 
endured agony whenever she absented herself, even if it 
were only for an hour. If he had not feared to make 
himself look ridiculous, he would have followed her in 
the streets. That course displeasing him, he determined 
to have some one beside her whose devotion he could 
purchase. 

Mademoiselle Ghuin had remained an inmate of the 
house. The baron was used to her, not to mention that 
she knew too many things to make it advisable to 'get rid 
of her. At one time the old maid had resolved to retire 
on the twenty thousand francs that Nantas had paid her 
on the day after his marriage. But she had no doubt 
calculated that there would be farther pickings in such a 
household. So she awaited her opportunity, having found, 
moreover, that she needed yet another twenty thousand 
francs to buy the long-desired notary's house at Boinville, 
the little market town she came from. 

There was no occasion for Nantas to mince matters 
with this old lady, whose pious mien no longer deceived 
him. However, on the morning when he called her into 
his study and openly proposed to her that she should keep 
him informed as to his wife's slightest actions, she 
professed to be insulted, and asked him what he took 
her for. 

' Gome,' said he impatiently, ' I'm very busy, some one 
is waiting for me ; let us be brief, please.' 

But she would listen to nothing which was not couched 
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in proper terms. One of her principles was, that things are 
not ugly in themselves, that they only become ugly or 
cease to be so according to the way in which they are 
presented. 

' Very well,' said Nantas, ' a good action is involved in 
this. I am fearful that my wife is hiding some sorrow 
from me. For the last few weeks I have observed that 
she has been very much depressed, and I thought that you 
could find out the cause of it.' 

' You can rely on me,' said Mademoiselle Chuin, with a 
maternal outburst on hearing these words. ' I am devoted 
to your wife, I will do anything for her sake or yours. 
From to-morrow we will keep a watch on her.' 

Nantas promised to reward the old maid for her 
services. She pretended to be angry at first, but she 
had the adroitness to make him fix a sum, aud it was 
agreed that he should give her ten thousand francs 
upon her furnishing him with positive proof of his 
wife's conduct whatever it might be. Little by little they 
had come to call things by their proper names. 

From that time forward Nantas was less uneasy. 
Three months passed and he was engaged upon a great 
task — the preparation of the Budget. With the Emperor's 
sanction he had introduced some important modifications 
into the financial system. He knew that he would be 
fiercely attacked in the Chamber, and he had to prepare a 
large quantity of documents. Frequently he sat up all 
night, and this hard work deadened him as it were to 
emotion, and made him patient. Whenever he saw 
Mademoiselle Ohuin he questioned her briefly. Did she 
know anything ? Had his wife paid many visits ? Had 
she stopped long at certain houses ? Mademoiselle Chuin 
kept a journal of the slightest incidents, but so far she had 
not succeeded in making any important discovery. Nantas 
felt reassured, whilst the old woman occasionally blinked 
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her eyes, Baying that she should perhaps have some news 
for him soon. 

The truth was that Mademoiselle Chain had indulged 
in farther reflection. Ten thousand francs was not 
enough; she needed twenty thousand to purchase the 
notary's house. She at first thought of seUing herself to 
the wife, after having sold herself to the husband. But 
she knew Flavie, and she was fearful of being dismissed at 
the first word. For a long time past, before she had even 
been charged with this matter, she had kept watch over 
Madame Nantas on her own account, remarking to herself 
that a servant's profits lie in the master's or mistress's 
vices. However, she had discovered that she had to deal 
with a virtue which was all the more rigid since it was 
based upon pride. One effect of Flavie's stumble had 
been that it had inspired her with positive hatred for the 
other sex. So Mademoiselle Ghuin was in despair, when 
one day she met Monsieur des Fondettes in the street, 
and after they had had some conversation together, 
realising that he desired to be reconciled to her mistress, 
she made up her mind : she would serve both him and 
Nantas — a combination worthy of genius. 

Everything favoured her. Monsieur des Fondettes 
had met Flavie in society and had been scorned by her. 
He was in despair thereat. At the end of a week's time, 
after a great parade of feeling on his side and of scruples 
on that of Mademoiselle Ohnin, the matter was settled ; 
he was to give her ten thousand francs, and she was to 
smuggle him into the house one evening so that he might 
have a private interview with Flavie. 

The arrangement having been effected. Mademoiselle 
Ohuin sought Nantas. 

' What have you learnt ? ' he asked, turning pale. 

She would not si^ anything definite at first. But 
Nantas displayed such furious impatienoe that before long 
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she told him that Monsieur des Fondettes had an appoint- 
ment with Flavie that evening in her private apartments. 

* Very good — thank you,* stammered Nantas. And he 
sent her off with a wave of the hand ; he was afraid of 
giving way before her. 

This abrupt dismissal astonished and delighted the old 
woman, for she had prepared herself for a long cross-ex- 
amination, and had even pre-arranged her answers, so that 
she might not contradict herself. She made a bow, and 
then retired, putting on a mournful face. 

Nantas had risen. As soon as he was alone he said 
aloud : 

' This evening, in her private apartments.' 

Then he carried his hands to his head, as if he feared it 
would burst. That appointment under his own roof 
seemed to him monstrous audacity. He clenched his fists, 
and his rage made him think of murder. And yet he had 
his task to finish — those budgetary documents to complete. 
Three times did he sit down at his table, and three times 
a heaving of his whole body raised him to his feet again ; 
whilst, behind him, something seemed to be urging him to 
go at once to his wife, and denounce her. At last, how- 
ever, he conquered himself, and resumed his work, swear- 
ing that he would strangle them both that very evening. 
It was the greatest victory that he had ever won over his 
feelings. 

That same afternoon Nantas went to submit to the 
Emperor the definite plan of the Budget. The sovereign 
having raised certain objections, he discussed them with 
perfect clearness. But it became necessary that he should 
modify an important part of his programme — a difficult 
matter, as the debate was to take place on the next 
day. 

' I will pass the night over it,' he said. 

And on his way home he thought, ' I'll kill them at 

Q 
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midnight, ftnd I shall have the whole night afterwards to 
finish this task.' 

At dinner that evening Baron Danvilliers began talking 
about the Budget, which was making some little stir. He 
did not approve of all his son-in-law's views on financial 
matters, bat he admitted hat they were very broad and 
very remarkable. Whilst Nantas was replying to the 
Baron, he fancied, on several occasions, that he noticed 
his wife's eyes fixed upon him. She frequently looked at 
him in that way now. Her glance was not softened, how- 
ever ; she simply listened, aiKl seemed to be trying to read 
his thoughts. Nantas fancied that she feared she was 
betrayed. Accordingly he made an efibrt to appear care- 
less ; he talked a good deal, afiected great animation, and 
finally overcame the objections of his father-in-law, who 
gave way to his great intellect, flaviewas still looking at 
him, and suddenly a hardly perceptible glimpse of tender- 
ness darted across her face. 

Nantas worked in his study until midnight. Little by 
little he had become absorbed in his task, and soon he 
lost consciousness of eveiything save that creation of his 
brain, that great financial scheme which he had painfully 
built up piece by piece, in the midst of innumerable 
obstacles. When the clock struck twelve he instinctively 
raised his head. Deep silence rdgned in the house. 
Suddenly he recollected everything. But it was a trial 
for birn to leave his chair ; he laid his pen down regret- 
fully, and at last took a few steps as if in obedience to a 
will which had forsaken him. Then his £em^ flushed, and 
a flame blazed forth in his eyes. He started for his wife's 
rooms. 

That evening Flavie had dismissed her maid early, 
saying that she wished to be alone. She had a suite of 
rooms for her own use. UntU midnight she remained in 
a little boudoir, where, stretched upon a sofa, she took up 
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a book and began to read. But again and again the book 
fell from her hands, and, closing her eyes at last, she 
became absorbed in thought. Her face still wore a 
softened expression, and a faint smile played upon it at 
intervals. Suddenly she started up. There was a knock 
outside. 

' Who is there ? ' she asked. 

' Open the door,' replied Nantas. 

She was so surprised that she opened it mechanically. 
Never before had her husband presented himself in this 
way. He entered the room half-distracted ; his rage had 
mastered him while he ascended the stairs. Mademoiselle 
Ohuin, who was watching for him on the landing, had just 
told him that Monsieur des Fondettes had been there for 
some hours. Accordingly he was determined to show his 
wife no mercy. 

' There is a man concealed in your rooms/ said he. 

Flavie did not reply at first, so greatly did these 
words surprise her. At last she grasped their meaning. 

' You are mad, sir ! ' she answered. 

But, without stopping to argue, he was already looking 
about him. Then he made his way to the next room. 
With one bound, however, she threw herself before the door, 
crying: 'You shall not go in. These are my rooms, and 
you have no right here.' 

Quivering with passion and looking taller in her pride, 
she guarded the door. For a moment they stood thus 
motionless, speechless, gazing into one another's eyes. 
Nantas with his head thrust forward, his arms opened, 
seemed about to throw himself upon her to force a passage. 

' Gome away,' he said, in a hoarse whisper. < I'm 
stronger than you, and go in I will ! ' 

' You shall not ; I will not permit it.' 

And as Nantas kept on reseating accusations, she, with- 
out even deigning to deny them, shrugged her shoulders, 
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and replied, * Even if it were trae what difference ean it 
make to yon ? Am I not free ? ' 

He reeoQed at these words, which struck him like a 
blow. It was quite tme, she was free. A cold shudder 
ran through him, he plainly realised that she had the best 
of the argument, and that he was playing the part of a 
feeble and illogical child* He was not observing their 
compact ; his foolish passicm had made it hateful to him. 
Why had he not remained at wori[ in his study? The 
blood fled from his cheeks, and an indefinable expression 
of suffering overspread his &ce. When Flavie saw his 
pitiable condition she left the door before which she had 
been standing, whilst a tender gleam came into her eyes. 
' Look,' she said, simply. 

And then she passed into the adjoining room herself 
carrying a lamp in her hand, whilst Nantas remained 
standingat the door. He had made her a sign as if to say 
that it was su£5cient, that he did not wish to enter. But 
it was she who insisted now. When she had drawn aside 
the curtains, and perceived Monsieur des Fondettes who 
had been concealed behind them, so intense was her 
amazement and horror that she shrieked. 

' It was true,' she stammered, * it was true this man 
was here ; but I did not know it. On my life I swear 
it I' 

Then, with an effort, she calmed herself, and even 
seemed to regret the impulse which had prompted her to 
defend herself. 

' You were right, sir, and I crave your pardon,' she said 
to Nantas, endeavouring to speak in her usual tone of 
voice. 

Monsieur des Fondettes, however, felt somewhat foolish, 
and would have given a good deal if the husband had only 
flown into a passion. But Nantas remained silent. He 
had simply turned very pale. When he had carried his 
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eyes from Monsieur des Fondettes to Flayie, he bowed to 
the latter, merely saying : 

' Excuse me, madame, you are free.' 

Then he turned and walked away. Something seemed 
to have broken within him ; merely a machinery of muscle 
and bone still worked. When he reached his study again 
he walked straight to a drawer where he kept a revolver. 
Having examined the weapon, he said aloud, as if making 
a formal engagement with himself : ' That suffices ; I will 
kill myself presently.' 

He turned up his lamp, sat down at his table, and 
quietly resumed his work. Amid the deep silence he com- 
pleted, without an instant's hesitation, a sentence that he 
had previously left unfinished. One by one were fresh 
sheets of paper covered with writing and set in a heap. 
Two hours later, when Flavie, who had driven Monsieur 
des Fondettes from the house, came down with bare feet 
to listen at the door, she only heard her husband's pen 
scratching as it travelled over the paper. She bent down 
and applied her eye to the keyhole. Nantas was still 
calmly writing, his face was expressive of peace and satis- 
faction at his work ; but a ray of the lamp fell upon the 
barrel of the revolver at his side. 



The house adjoining the garden of the mansion was now 
the property of Nantas, who had bought it from his father- 
in-law. By a personal caprice he had refrained from letting 
the wretched garret where he had struggled against want 
for two months after his arrival in Paris. Since he had 
acquired an enormous fortune he had on more than one 
occasion felt impelled to go and shut himself up in that 
little room for hours at a time. It was there that he bad 
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Buffeied, anditjwM there that he liked to enjoy hie triumph. 
Again, whenever he met with any obstacle he was wont 
to go there to refleot and to farm great resolutions. Qnoe 
thoe he again became what he had formerly been. And 
now, when the hand of death hovered over him, it was in 
that attic that he determined to meet it. 

He did not finish his work mitil eight o'dock in the 
morning. Fearing that &tigae might overcome him, he 
took a cold bath. Then he summoned several of his derks 
for the purpose of giving them instructions. When his 
secretary arrived he had an interview with him, and the 
secretary received orders to take the plan of the Budget to 
the Tuileries, and to fdmish certain explanations if the 
Emperor should raise any fresh objections. That settled, 
Nantas considered that he had done enough. He had left 
everything in order ; he was not going off like a demented 
bankrupt After all, he was his own property; he could 
dispose of himself without being accused of selfishness or 
cowardice. 

Nine o'clock struck. The time had come. But, just as he 
was leaving his study, taking the revolver with him, he had 
to put up with a final humiliation. Mademoiselle Ohuin 
presented herself, to claim the ten thousand francs which 
he had promised her. He paid her, and was forced to put 
up with her familiarity. She assumed a maternal air, and 
seemed to treat him as a successful pupil. Even if he had 
had any hesitation left, this shameful complicity would 
have confirmed him in his intentions. He sought the 
garret quickly, and in his haste he left the door unlocked. 

Nothing was changed there. There were the same 
rents in the wall-paper ; the bed, the table, and the chair 
were still there, with their same old look of poverty. For 
a moment he inhaled the atmosphere which reminded him 
of his former struggles. Then he approached the window 
and caught sight of the stone str^tob of Paris as formerly ; 
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the trees in the garden, the Seine, the quays, and a part 
of the right bank of the river, where the houses rose up in 
confused masses until they were lost to sight at the point 
where the P^re-Laohaise Cemetery appeared in the far dis- 
tance. 

The revolver was lying within his reach on the rickety 
table. There was no hurry now ; he felt certain that no- 
body would disturb him, and that he might kill himself 
whenever he pleased. He became absorbed in thought, 
and he reflected that he was at precisely the same point as 
formerly — led back to the same spot, with the same inten- 
tion of suicide. One evening before, in that very room, he 
had determined to dash his brains out. In those days he 
had been too poor to purchase a pistol ; he had only had the 
stones in the streets at his disposal, but death was await- 
ing him now as then. Thus in this world death is the 
only thing which never fails, which is always sure and 
always ready. Nothing that he knew of was like death ; 
he sought in vain, all else had given way beneath him : 
death alone remained a certainty. He regretted that he 
had lived ten years too long. The experience that he had 
acquired of life, in his ascent to fortune and power, seemed 
to him puerile. Why had he put himself to that expendi- 
ture of will, what purpose had been served by that waste 
of force, since will and force were as nothing? One 
passion had sufficed to destroy him : he had foolishly 
allowed himself to love Flavie, and now the edifice which 
he had built up was cracking, collapsing like a mere house 
of cards swept away by the breath of a child. It was 
lamentable — ^it resembled the punishment that overtakes a 
marauding schoolboy, under whom a branch snaps, and 
who perishes on the spot where he has sinned. Life was 
a mistake ; the best men ended it as tamely as the biggest 
fools. 

Nantas had taken the revolver from the table, and 
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dowly raised it. Al that supreme moment one last regret 
made him hesitate fiur aseoond. What great things would 
he not have accomplished if Flavie had understood him ! 
Had she but thrown herself on his neck one day, saying, 
' I love you 1 ' he would have found a lever to move the 
world ! And his last thought was one of disdain for force 
and strength ; since they which were to have given him 
everything had not been able to give him Flavie. 

He raised the revolver. The morning was a glorious 
one. Through the open window the sun poured In, lend- 
ing even a look of bri^tness to that wretched garret. In 
the distance, Paris was awakening to its giant life. Nantas 
pressed the weapon to his temple. 

But the door was suddenly flung open, and Flavie 
entered. With one movement she dashed the revolver aside, 
and the bullet lodged itself in the ceiling. They looked at 
one another. She was so out of breadi, so choked with 
emotion, that she could not articulate. At last, embracing 
Nantas for the first time, she spoke the words for which he 
longed, the only words which could have determined him 
to live. 

' I love you 1 ' she cried, sobbing on his breast, and 
tearing the avowal from her pride, her mastered being. ' I 
love you, for you are truly strong.' 



THE SPREE AT COQUEVILLE 



OoQUBViLLB is a little village situated in a cleft of the 
rocks, a couple of leagues from Grandport, with a fine 
sandy beach, stretching out before the hovels; which cling 
half-way up the side of the cliff, like shells left there by 
the tide. W};ien one climbs the heights of Grandport on 
the left, one can see westward, plainly enough, the smooth 
yellow sands which suggest a stream of gold dust pouring 
from the cloven rocks ; and anyone with good eyes can 
even distinguish the reddish-coloured houses whose smoke 
ascends in bluish coils to the summit of the huge cliff, 
barring the sky. 

It is a lonely spot, and the inhabitants have never 
reached the number of two hundred. The ravine which 
opens on to the sands, and on the threshold of which the 
village is perched, winds through the country with such 
sudden bends and such steep slopes, that it is almost 
impossible to pass through it except on foot. This cuts 
off most communication and isolates the little village, 
which might be a hundred miles from the neighbouring 
hamlets. Thus the only intercourse of the inhabitants 
with Grandport is by water. Nearly all are fisher- 
men, gaining their livelihood from the sea, and each 
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day they convey their fish to Qrandport in their boats. A 
big firm — that of Dufeu k Co. — ^buys of them by the 
oatoh. Old Dnfea has been dead some years, bat his 
widow carries on the business with the help of an assistant, 
M. Mouchel, a tall fair fellow, whose duty it is to scour the 
coast and make arrangements with the fishermen. This 
M. Mouchel is the one link between Coqueyille and the 
civilised world. 

Goqueville deserves a historian. It seems certain that 
some time during the dark ages the village was founded 
by the Mahte, a fiunily who established themselves and 
multiplied exceedingly at the foot of the diff. They must 
originally have been prosperous and have married among 
themselves, as for centuries there is no mention of anyone 
besides the Mah^s in the place. Then, during the reign 
of Louis XTTT., a man named Floche appeared upon the 
scene. It is not exactly known whence he came, but he 
married a Mah^ girl, and tem tiiat moment a phenome- 
non was witnessed — the Floches prospered in their turn, 
and multiplied to such an extent that they gradually 
absorbed the Mah6s, whose number diminished, and 
whose fortune passed into the hands of the new-comers. 
No doubt the Floches had the advantage of possessing 
fresher blood, more vigorous physiques, and temperaments 
which were better adapted to the inclemency of wind and 
waves. At any rate, the Floches are nowadays the 
masters of Goqueville. 

It can be understood that this displacement of position 
and wealth was not accomplished without many terrible 
struggles. The Mah6s and the Floches detest one another. 
Theirs is a century old hatred. In spite of their fall, the 
Mah^s are still proud of having been the first conquerors, 
rulers, and ancestors of the place, and they speak in terms 
of contempt of the first Floche as a beggar, a vagrant 
whom they had taken in and sheltered from pity, and to 
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whom, to their eternal regret, they had given one of their 
daughters. According to them, the descendants of this 
Floche have never been anything but libertines and 
thieves ; and with the bitter rage of mined, fallen nobles 
who see the swarming progeny of bourgeois lording it 
over their chdteaux and lands, there is no insult that the 
Mah^s do not heap upon the powerful tribe of Floche. 

Naturally, the Floches, on their side, are insolently 
triumphant. They enjoy life, and this gives them a jeering 
disposition. They jeer at the ancient race of Mah6, and 
swear that they will drive the others from the village if 
they do not bow to their rule. In their eyes the older 
fiunily are starvelings, who would do far better to mend 
their rags rather than proudly drape them round their 
shoulders; and thus Ooqueville is divided into two 
ferocious factions — that is to say, about a hundred and 
thirty of the inhabitants are quite determined to de- 
molish the other fifty, simply because they are the stronger. 
A struggle between two empires is carried on upon exactly 
the same lines. 

Amongst the most recent quarrels which have shaken 
Goqueville, people quote the famous enmity between the 
two brothers, Fouasse and Tupain, and the uproarious 
battles of the Bouget household. It must be stated that 
each inhabitant formerly received a nickname, which, 
with time, has become a real family surname, for it was 
difficult to find one's way amidst the labyrinth of marriages 
between the Mah6s and the Floches. Bouget {* Carrots ') 
certainly had an ancestor of ruddy hair and complexion, 
but one cannot account for such names as Fouasse and 
Tupain, many cognomens having lost aU sense and signifi- 
cance as time passed on. 

Now, old Fran9oise, a jolly old woman of eighty, still 
living, had had Fouasse by a Mah6, then, her husband 
dying, she had taken a Floche as her second partner, and 
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had given birth to Tupain. Thence came the hatred be- 
tween the two brothers, which was all the more lively on 
account of a dispute about some inheritance. The Bougets, 
too, were always fighting, because Bouget accused Marie, 
his wife, of partiality for a Floche, big Brisemotte, a 
dark sturdy fellow upon whom he, Bouget (a little nervous 
and very quarrelsome man), had already twice dashed, 
knife in hand, swearing that he would cut his heart out. 

However Goqueville's chief concern was neither 
Bouget's fits of passion nor the disputes between Tupain 
and Fouasse. There was a much more important rumour 
about, viz., that Delphin, a young fellow of twenty, and 
a Mah6, had dared to &11 in love with the beautiful 
Margot, the daughter of La Queue, who was the richest of 
the Floches, and mayor of the village. He was called La 
Queue (Pig-tail), because his father had, in Louis Philippe's 
time, been the last to wear his hair plaited, with the 
obstinate determination of an old man who clung to the 
fashions of his youth. 

Now, La Queue owned one of the two biggest fishing- 
boats in Goqueville, the Zephyr^ which was by far the 
best of all the smacks, and still new and in perfect order. 
The other large boat, the Whale^ a leaking pinnace, 
belonged to Bouget, and was manned by Delphin and 
Fouasse ; while La Queue took with him Tupain and 
Brisemotte. The latter was never tired of laughing con- 
temptuously at the WhaUf au old tub, so they said, which 
would some day disappear beneath the waves like a hand- 
ful of mud. So when La Queue learnt that that vagabond 
Delphin, belonging to the Whaler was daring to hang about 
his daughter Margot, he gave the girl two sounding 
smacks, simply to warn her that she should never be the 
wife of a Mah^. 

Margot, in a furious rage, vowed that she would pass 
the blows to Delphin if he ever came near her, for it was 
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indeed aggravating to be clouted on acoount of a fellow 
she never even looked at. Margot, who at sixteen was as 
strong as a man and as handsome as a real lady, was 
said to be very hard on anyone who made love to her, and 
to hold sweethearts in contempt. So one can understand 
the amount of gossip that went on in Goqueville about 
Dolphin's audacity, Margot's anger, and the two smacks 
that she had received. 

Still, there were some who said that Margot, in her 
heart, was not really so very angry at seeing Delphin come 
after her. He was a short, fair fellow, with a sea-tanned 
skin, and thick curly hair which strayed over his eyes and 
down his neck. And he was very strong, too, in spite of 
his slender figure — quite capable, indeed, of beating a man 
three times his size. It was said that sometimes he went 
off to have a spree at Grandport, and this gave him a 
somewhat alarming reputation among the girls, who 
accused him, between themselves, of leading a fast life — a 
vague expression which denoted any and every unknown 
pleasure. 

Whenever Margot spoke of Delphin she waxed too 
wrathful ; but he always smiled knowingly, and gazed at 
her calmly with his small, bright eyes, never troubling in the 
least either about her contempt or her anger. He walked 
up and down before her house, and stealthily followed her 
under cover of brambles and thickets, watching her for 
hours with the patience and the cunning of a cat after a 
tom-tit. Whenever she suddenly found him behind her, 
so close that the warmth of his breath suffered to betray 
him, he did not take to his heels, but put on a gentle, 
sorrowful air, which took Margot by surprise, and made 
her forget her anger until he was already a long way off. 
If her father had seen her he would certainly have hit her 
again. Such a state of affairs could not last, and yet 
Margot seemed to have sworn to no purpose that Delphin 
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should one day have the smacks she had promised hini) 
for she never seized the opportimity of bestowing them on 
him when he was there ; in such wise that people said she 
should not talk so much about doing it, since she still kept 
the clouts for herself. 

No one, however, ever dreamt that she could possibly 
become Delphin's wife. Her behaviour was simply regarded 
as the weakness of a bom coquette, for a marriage between 
the most beggarly of all the Mahte — a fellow who had not 
six shirts to his back — ^and the mayor's daughter, the 
heiress of the richest of all the Flodies, seemed simply 
monstrous and absurd. Hi-disposed people said that she 
might keep company with him, but would certainly never 
marry him. In short, all Ooqueville was interested in the 
afiEiaar, and felt anxious to know how things would end. 
Would Dolphin have his ears boxed ? Or would Margot 
allow herself to be kissed in some quiet comer among the 
rooks? That was what time alone would prove, but 
pending the result Goqueville was in a state of revohition, 
some being for the clouts and others for the kisses. 

Two people only, in the village, belonged neither to the 
Mah^s nor the Floohes, and those were the priest and the 
rural constable. The latter — a tall, thin man, whose real 
name nobody seemed to know, but who was called the 
Emperor, probably because he had served under Charles 
X. — did not in reality exercise the slightest surveillance 
over the parish, whose land consisted chiefly oi^ bare rooks 
and barren heath. A sub-prefect, who befriended him, 
had created this sinecure for his benefit, in order that he 
might live in peace on a microscopical salary. As for 
Abb6 Badiguet, he was one of those simple-minded priests 
whom the bishops are only too glad to get rid of by bury- 
ing them in some far-away village. He lived the life of an 
honest peasant, tilling the small garden he had managed 
to form on the rook, and smoking his pipe as he watched 
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the growth of his vegetables. His only fault was his 
partiality for good cheer which he did not know how to 
satisfy, reduced as he was to worship mackerel and to 
drink cider in foir larger quantities at times than was good 
for him. Still, he was a father to his parishioners, and 
every now and then they came to hear mass just by way 
of pleasing him. 

However, the priest and the constable, after long suc- 
ceeding in remaining neutral, were in the end forced to 
take sides in the village. And now the Emperor stood 
up for the Mah^s, while Abb^ Badiguet lent his support to 
the Floches, whence arose various complications. As the 
Emperor had nothing to do from morning till night, and 
grew tired of counting the boats coming out of Grandport 
harbour, he constituted himself the village detective. 
Since becoming a partisan of the Mah6s, he upheld 
Fouasse against Tupain, tried to catch Bouget's wife 
flirting with Brisemotte, and, above all else, closed his 
eyes whenever he saw Delphin slip into the courtyard of 
Margot's house. 

The worst of all this was that it led to violent quarrels 
between the Emperor and his natural superior. Mayor La 
Queue. In his respect for discipline, the former duly 
listened to the Jatter's reprimands, but then went and did 
exactly as he pleased, thus disorganising public authority 
in Coqueville. It was impossible to pass before the bam, 
which by courtesy was termed the municipal building, 
without being half-deafened by the noise of a dispute. 
Abb^ Badiguet, on the other hand, now that he had rein- 
forced the ranks of the triumphant Floches (who showered 
superb mackerel upon him), stealthily encouraged Bouget's 
wife in the resistance she offered to her husband, and 
threatened Margot with flames should she ever dare allow 
Delphin to touch her with the tip of his finger. It was 
simply utter anarchy — the army in revolt against civil 
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anthority, religion winkisg at the misdeeds of the hov/r- 
geoisie, and a whole nation, numbering a hundred and 
eighty souls, ready to devour one another in a moose- 
hole, situated between the immense sea and the infinite 
vastness of the sky. 

Delphin was the only one who still smiled amiably in 
the midst of the genend agitation of Coqueville, for he 
was in love and only cared about winning Margot. He 
laid snares for her much as if he had been trying to 
catch a rabbit, and he aimed at getting the priest to marry 
them. 

One evening Margot found him watching for her in a 
lane, and then at last she raised her hand to strike. But 
she suddenly turned very red, for, without waiting for the 
blow to fall, Delphin had caught hold of the hand which 
threatened him, and was passionately kissing it. 

She began to tremble, while he whispered to her : 

* I love you. Will you have me ? ' 

* Never 1 ' she cried, in revolt at the idea. 

Delphin shrugged his shoulders, then went on in a 
quiet tender voice : ' Don't say that. We suit each other 
very well, and you'd see how nice it would be.' 



II 

That Sunday was a terrible day. One of those sudden 
September storms, which set such awful tempests raging 
round the rocky coast of Grandport, had arisen ; and, as 
the light began to &de, a ship in distress was espied from 
Goqueville. But the darkness increased and it was not 
possible to attempt to render any aid. The Zephyr and 
the Whale had been anchored since the previous evening 
in a little natural harbour lying between two granite 
walls to the left of the beach; neither La Queue nor 
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Bouget daring to go out in such weather, which was the 
more to be regretted, as M. Mouchel, Madame Dofeu's 
representative, had taken the trouble to come in person 
on the Saturday, to offer them particularly good terms if 
they would make every effort, for the catches had not been 
very good lately, and the markets were complaining. 

So Goqueville muttered and grumbled as it went to bed 
that Sunday evening, amidst the torrents of rain pouring 
down around it. It was the old, old tale ; whenever fish 
was not to be got from the sea, orders came in. And be- 
tween its grumblings, the village talked of the ship which 
had been seen driving before the hurricane, and which, 
now, must certainly be lying at the bottom of the sea. 

On the following day, Monday, the sky was still over- 
cast, and the sea still ran high, without growing calm, 
although the wind had fallen. It ceased blowing entirely, 
yet the waves still dashed on. Then, towards the after- 
noon, the two boats put out, in spite of everything. At 
about four o'clock the Zephyr returned, having caught 
nothing ; and while Tupain and Brisemotte anchored it in 
the little harbour. La Queue stood on the beach, shaking 
his fist at the ocean in his exasperation. Was not M. 
Mouchel waiting ? he said. Margot was there — with half 
doqueville, indeed — ^watching the last billows, and sharing 
her father's rancour against sea and sky. 

' But Where's the Whale ? ' asked somebody. 

' Down there behind that point,' replied La Queue. 
' And if that old tub returns to-day without being 
smashed, it will be by sheer good luck.' 

He spoke in tones of great contempt, and then he 
allowed it to be understood that it was all very well for the 
Mah^s to risk their lives in that fashion ; it didn't so much 
matter when a man hadn't a copper to call his own ; but, 
for his part, he would rather tail in his promise to M. 
Mouchel. 

B 
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All this was said while Margot stood observing the 
rocks, behind which the Whale was supposed to be. 

'Father,' she said at last, 'have they caught any- 
thing?' 

< They 1 ' he cried. 'Not a thing 1 ' 

He restrained himself as he caught sight of the Emperor 
smiling in a jeering way, and thai went on more s(rfUy : 
' I don't know whether titiey have caught anything or not ; 
but as they never do catch anything ' 

' Perhaps, though, they have caught something to-day,' 
said the Emperor, maliciously. ' Such things have hap- 
pened before now.' 

La Queue was on the point of making an angiy reply, 
but Abbi Badiguet came up at that moment, and suc- 
ceeded in soothing him. He, the Abbi, had just seen the 
Whale from the kind of platform on which the church 
stood, and the boat seemed to be aftersome big fish. This 
news caused great excitement. The group on the beach 
included both Mah6s and Floches ; the former wishing that 
the boat might return with a marvellous catch, and the 
others praying that it might come in empty. 

Margot was standing perfectly erect, attentively watch- 
ing the sea. 

' Here they are,' she said quietly. 

There was, indeed, a black speck coming round the 
point, towards which they all turned their eyes. It looked 
like a cork dancing on the water, and the Emperor, whose 
eyesight was failing, could not see even that much. It 
needed a native of Goqueville to recognise the Whale and 
its crew at such a distance. 

'Why,' cried Margot, who had the best eyes in the 
village, ' Fouasse and Bonget are rowing, and the boy is 
standing in the bows.' 

She caUed Delphin ' the boy,' to avoid mentioning his 
name. After that, however, every one watched the boat 



THE SPREE AT COQUEVILLE 245 

and tried to account for its strange movements. As the 
priest had said, it appeared to be after some fish which 
had fled before it. That seemed extraordinary, but the 
Emperor declared that no doubt the fish had carried the 
net away with it. Thereupon La Queue exclaimed that 
they were idle rogues, and were only amusing themselves. 
They certainly were not fishing for seals I AU the Floches 
laughed at this joke, while the Mah^s, in their vexation, 
protested that Bouget was a plucky fellow, ever ready to 
risk his life, when others would rather make for land at 
the least capful of wind. Then Abb^ Badiguet again had 
to interfere, for matters threatened to come to blows. 

' What is the matter with them ? ' exclaimed Margot, 
suddenly. ' They've gone off again.' 

Every one then ceased to menace his neighbour, and 
all eyes were turned to the horizon. The Whale was 
again hidden behind the point, and this time La Queue 
himself became uneasy. He could not account for such 
manoeuvres, and the fear that Bouget was really catching 
some fish made him lose all control over himself. 

No one left the beach, though there was nothing to be 
seen, and for two hours the group stood there waiting for 
the boat, which came just in sight from time to time, and 
then again disappeared. At last it did not reappear at all, 
and La Queue in his rage declared that it had gone to the 
bottom, really wishing that it might be so. As Bouget's 
wife happened to be there with Brisemotte, the mayor 
looked at them both with a chuckle, and patted Tupain on 
the shoulder to console him for the death of his brother 
Fouasse. But his laughter ceased when he saw his 
daughter Margot standing stiU and silent, gazing out to 
sea. Perhaps she was looking for Delphin. 

'What are you doing here?' he scolded. 'Get 
back to the house, Margot, and take care what you're 

up to«' 

r9 
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She did not move, but suddenly exclaimed : ' Ah t 
Here they are 1 ' 

There was a cry of surprise. Margot, who had such 
good eyes, vowed that she could not see a soul on board, 
neither Bouget, nor Fouasse, nor anybody ! The WhaU 
was running before the wind as if forsaken, tacking at 
every minute, and lazily rocking from side to side. Fortu- 
nately a westerly wind had arisen and was driving the 
boat towards land, though in a strange, capricious, zigzag 
fashion. Then all Goqueville came down on to the beach, 
some calling the others, until there was not a girl left in 
all the houses to look after the dinners. Some catastrophe 
had happened, something inexplicable, which turned 
everybody's head. Marie, Bouget's wife, thought she 
ought to burst into tears, and did so ; Tupain only suc- 
ceeded in putting on an air of sorrow. All the Mah6s 
began lamenting, while the Floches tried to behave 
decorously. Margot had sat down as if her legs had given 
way under her. 

' What are you up to now ? ' cried La Queue, when he 
found her under his feet. 

< I am tired,' she answered quietly. 

And she turned her face towards the sea, her cheeks in 
her hands and her eyes peeping between the tips of her 
fingers towards the boat which was rocking still more 
lazily, like a good-tempered craft that has drunk too 
much. 

Different suppositions were still forthcoming. Perhaps 
the three men had fallen into the water, only, in that case, 
it seemed odd that they should have all fallen in together. 
La Queue would have liked to make everyone believe that 
the Whale had gone to pieces like a rotten egg, but the 
boat was still floating, and people shrugged their shoulders 
at the mayor's words. Then suddenly the latter remem- 
bered that he was the mayor, and he spoke of the formalities 
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that would have to be gone through, as if the men had 
really perished. 

' Don't talk like that ! ' cried the Emperor. < Do 
people ever die in such a stupid, senseless fashion ? Why, 
if they had fallen into the water, little Delphin would have 
been here by now.' 

All Coqueville was obliged to own that little Delphin 
swam like a fish. But then where could the three men 
be ? There were cries of : ' I tell you they are drowned 1 
* I tell you they're not I ' * You are a big fool I ' * Fool 
yourself 1 ' and sundry blows were also exchanged. 

Abb^ Badiguet had to entareat his parishioners to 
refrain from quarrelling, and the Emperor proceeded to 
restore order by pushing everybody about. All this while 
the boat was dancing on the waves in sight of them; 
the tide, which was bringing it in, making it salute the 
shore with a series of long, measured bows. The craft 
had certainly gone mad. 

Margot was still sitting with her cheeks between her 
hands, watching it. A skiff had just put out from the 
harbour to go and meet the Whale. It was Brisemotte to 
whom this idea had occurred, for he was too impatient to 
wait any longer, and wanted to relieve the suspense of 
Bouget's wife. Then everyone's interest became centred 
in the smaller boat, and voices were raised once more. 
Well 1 could Brisemotte see anything ? The Whale was 
still coming on, in its mysterious, facetious way, and at 
last, from the shore, they saw Brisemotte rise and look 
into the fishing-boat, one of the ropes of which he had 
caught hold of. All the people on the beach held their 
breath, but all at once Brisemotte burst out laughing. 
That was indeed a surprise ; what could there be to amuse 
him? 

' What is it ? what is it ? ' shouted every one at the top 
of their voices. 
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He did not reply, bat langhed still loader, and made 
signs to them that they would soon see for themselves what 
the matter was. Then, having feistened the WhcUe to his 
own boat, he towed it to land, and Ooqueville was stupefied 
by a totally unexpected sight. 

Bouget, Delphin, and Fouasse were lying on their 
backs at the bottom of the craft, snoring heavily, and dead 
drunk. Beside them there was a little barrel staved in, a 
barrel which they had found full, and the contents of 
which they had tasted. Whatever it had contained had 
no doubt been very good, for they had drunk every drop 
of it except about a pint which had run out, and which 
was now mixed with some sea-water in the boat* 

' Oh| the pig 1 ' cried Bouget's wife roughly, drying her 
eyes. 

'Well, their catch is something to be proud of/ said La 
Queue, a£Fecting great disgust. 

' WeU 1 ' replied the Emperor, ' people catch what they 
can, and at any rate they have caught a barrel, while others 
have caught nothing at all.' 

The mayor was greatly put out, but he said no more. 
All Coqueville was talking; they understood it now. 
When boats are tipsy they reel about like men, and that 
one was indeed full of liquor. Half Coqueville thereupon 
laughed, and the other half gave way to ill-temper — the 
Mah^s thinking the incident very droU, while the Floches 
deemed it disgusting. Both factions crowded round the 
Whale^ their necks stretched out and their eyes wide 
open to look at those three jubilant-feMsed men, who 
slept calmly on, unconscious pf the crowd leaning over 
them. The scolding and the laughter did not disturb 
them in the slightest degree; Bouget did not hear his 
wife accuse him of always drinking all that he could lay 
his hands on, and Fouasse did not fieel the stealthy kicks 
which his brother Tupain was bestowing on his ribs. As 
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for Delphin, he looked quite pretty when he was drunk, 
with his fair hair and pink faioe with its rapturous expres- 
sion. Margot had risen to her feet, and dlently contem- 
plated the lad with an air of severity. 

' They ought to be put to bed ! ' exclaimed somebody. 

But at that very moment Delphin opened his eyes, and 
looked around. He was at once assailed with eager ques- 
tions, which somewhat dazed him, for he was still very tipsy. 

'Well, what's the matter?' he stammered. 'It's 
a little cask — ^there's no fish, so we caught a little barrel.' 

That was all that could be got from him, and at the 
end of every sentence he added : 

' It was very nice.' 

' But what was there in the barrel ? ' 

' Oh, I don't know, but it was very nice.' 

Now, everyone was burning with curiosity as to what 
the liquor might be, and every nose in Goqueville was 
sniffing at the boat. It was unanimously agreed that it 
smelt like some liqueur, only nobody could say what liqueur 
it was. The Emperor, who flattered himself that he had 
tasted everything possible for man to drink, said that he 
would soon see, and in the hollow of his hand he gravely 
scooped up a litUe of the liquid lying in the bottom of 
the boat. The crowd stood silently awaiting his verdict, 
but after the first mouthful he shook his h^, as though 
he had not yet arrived at a conclusion. He tasted the stuff 
again twice, and became more and more embarrassed and 
surprised. 

' It's funny, but I don't know what it is,' he was 
^rced to admit. ' No doubt I should know if there weren't 
any sea-water mixed with it, but upon my word it's funny.' 

People looked at each other, for it must be something 
remarkable if the Emperor himself could not say what it 
was. All Goqueville gazed at the litUe empty baorel with 
respect. 
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'It was very nice,' said Delphin again, who seemed 
utterly regardless of the people around him. 

Then, designating the sea with a broad wave of the 
hand, he added : ' If you want any, there's some more 
left. I saw any number of little casks — ^little casks — ^little 
casks ' 

And he rooked himself to and fro, humming this re- 
frain, and gazing at Margot, whose presence he had only 
just noticed. She was furious, and raised her hand to 
give him a box on the ears, but he did not even close 
his eyes ; he awaited the blow with a tender look on his 
&ce. 

Puzzled as to what the unknown beverage might be, 
Abb6 Badiguet also dipped his finger in the liquid, and 
then sucked it, but, like the Emperor, he shook his head ; 
no, it was very astonishing, he could not tell what it might 
be. There was only one point on which every one was 
agreed, which was that the barrel must have been part of 
the cargo of the vessel in distress which had been seen on 
the Sunday evening. English ships often brought liqueurs 
and wines to Orandport. 

The day gradually closed in, and, in the deepening 
shadows, the crowd withdrew. But La Queue, tormented 
by an idea he had not revealed, still stood thinking, and as 
they carried Delphin away he still seemed to hear the lad 
saying in his sing-song voice, ' Little casks — little casks — 
little casks. If you want any there are plenty left.' 



m 

DuBiNG the night there came a complete change in the 
weather, and Goqueville awoke the next morning to a bright 
sun, a sea as smooth as a huge piece of green satin, and a 
warm autumn day. 
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La Qneue was the first to rise, his head still full of 
the dreams of the night. For a long time he gazed at the 
sea in all directions, and at last he said, with a grumhle, 
that M. Mouchers wants must after all be satisfied. Then 
he set off with Tupain and Brisemotte, threatening Margot 
before he went that he would give her a thrashing if she 
didn't keep straight. However, when the Zephyr had left 
the harbour, and he saw the Whale still swinging at 
anchor, he became a little better tempered, and cried : 

' Ah, to-day we've got the start.' 

As soon as the Zephyr was well out at sea. La Queue 
dropped his nets overboard, and then went to visit his 
baskets, which he used more particularly to catch lobsters 
and red mullet. But, in spite of the calmness of the sea, he 
found every one empty except the last, at the bottom of 
which there was a tiny mackerel, which he threw back into 
the water in a passion. It was regular bad luck ; there 
were weeks like that when every fish seemed to avoid 
Coqueville, and it was always during those very weeks that 
M. Mouchel wanted all that could be caught. La Queue 
swore roundly when, an hour later, he pulled up his nets 
and found they contained nothing but a bundle of sea- 
weed. His anger was all the greater since the ocean was 
perfectly smooth and calm, and lay under the blue sky like a 
sheet of burnished silver. The Zephyr glided so smoothly 
over the water, that it hardly seemed to be moving at all, 
and La Queue decided to go back to shore after once more 
setting his baskets. He would visit them again in the 
afternoon, and, with awful oaths, he threatened to revenge 
himself on the Divinity and all the saints should he find 
them empty. 

Meantime Bouget, Fouasse, and Dolphin were still 
asleep, and no one was able to arouse them until just 
before the mid-day meal. They could remember nothing^ 
being merely conscious that they had regaled themselves 
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with Bomething strange, with which they had pzeviously 
been totally nnaoqaainted. That afternoon, as they were aU 
three standing near the water-side, having regained their 
senses, the Emperor tried to question them. Well, perhaps 
the stuff they had drank had been like brandy with liquorice 
juice in it, or rather, it had resembled sugared rum with 
a burnt flayour about it. They said yes and no, and from 
their answers the Emperor suspected that the liquor was 
ratafia, though he would not have sworn to it. Bouget and 
his men were all too tired and dazed that day to go fishing; 
besides, they knew that La Queue had caught nothing in 
the morning, and so they talked of waiting till the following 
day before visiting their own traps. 

They were all three seated on the rocks half-asleep, and 
feeling queer from their debauch, when Delphin suddenly 
jumped to his feet, crying : ' Look there, governor 1 Over 
there t ' 

' What ? ' asked Bouget, stretching his limbs. 
' A barrel.' 

The words were hardly out of his mouth before Bouget 
and Fouasse were on their fiaet, scanning the horizon with 
eager glistening eyes. 

'Where is it, lad? Where is the barrel?' asked 
Bouget, excitedly. 

' Over yonder, to the left ; that black spot.' 
At first the others could see nothing, then Bouget 
muttered an oath. 

Amidst an oblique ray of the declining sun he had just 
seen the barrel, which looked about the size of a bean on 
the white water, and he at once hastened to the Whale^ 
followed by Delphin and Fouasse, who rushed along as fast 
as their legs would carry them. 

The Whale was just leaving the harbour when the 
news that there was a barrel in sight cfpread through 
Ooqueville. 
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Men, women, and children ran down to the beaoh, 
crying: 

' A barrel I a barrel 1 ' 

' Can you see it ? Is the current carrying it to Grand- 
port?' 

' Oh, yes ; there it is on the left. Come along, there's 
a barrel in sight.' 

And Coqueville hastened down from its rock ; the 
children turning cartwheels on the way, while the women 
gathered up their petticoats with both hands to get along 
as quickly as possible* Soon, as on the previous evening, 
the whole village was on the beach. 

Margot had come out for a moment, and had then 
hastened back to the house to communicate the news 
to her father, who was just then arguing with the 
Emperor about some municipal matters. At last La 
Queue appeared upon the scene white with passion. 

' Shut up, will you ? ' he exclaimed . to the constable. 
' Bouget sent you to me to keep me out of the way, but 
you'll see that he won't get the cask this time.' 

When, however, he saw the WhaU three hundred yards 
out at sea, rowing as hard as it could go towards the black 
speck in the distance, his rage increased, and, pushing 
Tupain and Brisemotte into the Zephyr^ he in his turn put 
off, repeating : < No, they shan't have it. I'll go to the 
bottom first.' 

Then Coqueville had the pleasure of seeing an exciting 
race between the Whale and the Zephyr. When the former 
saw the other boat leave the harbour, she understood 
the danger and made off as quickly as she could go* She 
may have been about four hundred yards ahead, but the 
chances were equal, for the Zephyr was the lighter and the 
quicker craft, and thus the excitement on the beach reached 
a climax. The Mah^s and the Moches instinctively 
formed into two groups, each member supporting his 
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particular party's boat, while they all eagerly watched the 
struggle. 

At first the WhaU kept her advantage, but it was soon 
seen that the Zephyr was gradually gaining upon her. 
Thereupon she made a supreme effort and succeeded for 
some minutes in again maintaining her distance from her 
adversary; but again it was diminished, the Zephyr 
drawing near with marvellous rapidity. From that 
moment it became clear that the two boats would meet 
just as they both reached the barrel. The victory would 
depend on an accident, on the slightest mistake. 

' The Whale wins ! The Whale wins ! ' cried the Mah^s. 

But all at once their cries ceased. The Whale was 
almost touching the barrel, when the Zephyr , by a bold 
manoeuvre, succeeded in passing before her and in throw- 
ing the barrel to the left, where La Queue harpooned it 
with a boat-hook. 

< Hurrah for the Zephyr ! ' screamed the Floches. 

The Emperor said something about cheating, while 
Margot clapped her hands, and harsh words were ex- 
changed, but Abb^ Badiguet, who had come down to the 
beach, breviary in hand, suddenly quieted his parishioners, 
throwing them all into a state of consternation by a re- 
mark of great profundity. 

' Perhaps they'll drink it all up like the others did,' he 
said with a melancholy look. 

Meantime out at sea a violent quarrel was raging 
between the Whale and the Zephyr. Bouget stigmatised 
La Queue as a thief, and the latter retorted by calling the 
master of the Whale a scoundrel. The men even took up 
their oars to strike one another, and the adventure was 
within an ace of becoming a naval battle. However, they 
finally contented themselves with shaking their fists and 
oars, and threatening to knock all the breath out of one 
another's bodies the first time they met on land. 
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*• The rogue ! ' muttered Bouget. ' That cask's bigger 
than the one we caught yesterday, and it's painted yellow. 
There must be some capital stuff inside it.' 

Then he resumed despondently : ' Let's go and look 
at the traps. Perhaps we shall find some lobsters in 
them.' 

The WhaU then went off heavily towards the little 
promontory on the left. 

On board the Zephyr La Queue had to exert all his 
authority to keep Tupain and Brisemotte from the barrel. 
The boat-hook had broken one of its hoops, and a red 
liquid was oozing out, which the two men licked off the 
tips of their fingers and thought delicious. One glass 
wouldn't make much difference, surely, said they ; but La 
Queue wouldn't hear of it. He stood the cask on end, and 
declared that the first who touched it would have to deal 
with him. He would see about giving them some when 
they had landed. 

*• Well, then,' asked Tupain, sulkily, ' are we going to 
take up the traps ? ' 

* Yes, by-and-by. There's no hurry,' answered La 
Queue. 

He himself was looking longingly at the barrel, and he 
wanted to go back at once to taste its contents ; fishing 
bothered him. 

' Bah ! ' he said after a pause. * It's getting late, 
and we had better go back. We'll come again to- 
morrow.' 

They had turned round, giving up all idea of fishing, 
when suddenly he caught sight of another barrel on his 
right — a tiny one, which was floating on end, and turning 
round and round. That settled the question of looking 
after the nets and baskets. Not a word was said, but the 
Zephyr gave chase to the little cask, which it easily 
captured. 
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Meanwhile a similar thing had happened to the Whale, 
Booget had ahready visited five traps, and found them 
empty, when Delphin, always on the alert, cried ont that 
he ooold see something, but it looked too long to be a 
barrel. 

' It's a beam of wood,' said Fonasse* 

Bonget let his sixth lobster-trap drop back before he 
had quite lifted it out of the water* 

' Well, we'll go and see what it is, at any rate,' he 
replied. 

As they advanced, they thought it a plank, a chest, 
or the trunk of a tree. Then they uttered a cry of de- 
light. It was a cask, but a cask such as they had never 
seen before. It looked like a pipe swollen in the middle 
and dosed at both ends by a layer of plaster. 

' Oh, isn't itfnnny?'cried Bouget in delight. 'I want 
the Emperor to tasto this one, so let's go in, boys.' 

They all agreed that they would not touch it, and the 
WhaXt returned to GoqueviUe at the very moment when 
the Zephyr was anchoring in the little harbour. Not one 
of the inquisitive crowd had left the beach, and this un- 
expected catoh of three barrels was hailed with shouts of 
joy. Boys threw their caps into the air, and the women 
ran off to get glasses. It was at once decided to tasto the 
liqueurs then and there; all wreckage belonged to the 
whole village, so that no question of proprietorship was 
raised, but two groups were formed, the Mah^s surround- 
ing Bouget, while the Floches never quitted La Queue. 

*The first glass is for you, Emperor,' cried Bougei 
' Tell us what it is.' 

The fluid was of a bright golden colour, and the con- 
stable raised the glass, looked, smelt, and finally decided to 
drink. 

* That comes firom Holland,* he said, after a long 
silence. 



THE SPREE AT COQUEVILLE 255 

He added no other information, but all the Mah^s 
drank reverentially. The liqueur was rather thick, and 
had a flowery taste which surprised them. The women 
thought it very nice, but the men would have liked it 
better |if it had not been so sweet. However, the more 
they drank of it the more they appreciated it, and at the 
third or fourth glass the men began to get merry, and the 
women funny. 

In spite of his recent quarrel with the mayor, the 
Emperor now went and hung round the Moches. The 
larger barrel gave forth a dark red liquid, while from the 
smaller one there came a stream as white as spring water, 
and so strong and peppery that it burnt the tongue. Not 
one of the Floches knew what either the red or the white 
liquid might be, and yet there were some knowing ones 
among them. It vexed them not to know the name of 
what they were enjoying. 

' Here, Emperor, taste that,' said La Queue at last, 
thus making the first advance. 

The Emperor, who was waiting for the invitation, 
again posed as a connoisseur. 

< There is orange in that,' he said, when he had tasted 
the red drink. The white he declared to be tip-top stuff. 

Every one had to be contented with these answers, for 
he put on the happy look of a man who has fcdly satisfied 
his audience. Abb^ Badiguet was the only person who 
did not seem convinced ; he wanted to know the names. 
According to his own account, he had those names on the 
tip of his tongue but could not recall them. To help his 
memory, he drank several glasses one after the other, 
saying as he did so : ' Wait a minute, I know what it is. 
I shall be able to tell you presently.' 

Meantime the two groups were gradually getting very 
merry. The Floches, especially, were very gay, for they 
were mixing the liqueurs. Both Floches and Mah^s kept 
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entirely to themselves and their own barrels, merely 
casting longing glances at each other, from time to time, 
for they felt a desire which they would not confess, which 
was to taste their neighbours* drink, as no doubt it was 
better than their own. The two hostile brothers, Tupain 
and Fouasse, stood near each other the whole evening with- 
out even shaking their fists, and it was also remarked that 
Bouget and his wife were drinking out of the same cup. 
As for Margot, she served the drink to the Floches, and, as 
she filled the glasses too full and the liqueur ran over her 
hands, she was constantly sucking her fingers until at last, 
although obeying her father's injunctions not to drink, she 
became as intoxicated as a woman vintaging. It rather 
improved her than otherwise, for her face became a rosy 
pink, and her eyes shone like candles. 

The sun set, but the evening proved mild and spring- 
like. Coqueville had emptied its casks, and yet it did not 
think of going in to dinner. It was so pleasant on the 
beach. When it grew dark, Margot, who sat apart from 
the others, felt someone breathing on her neck. It was 
Delphin, who, feeling very lively, was prowling about 
behind her, like a wolf. She stifled an exclamation so as 
not to rouse her father, who would have kicked him away 
if he had seen him. 

' Be off, you idiot ! ' she whispered, half angry, half 
laughing. ' You'll be caught if you don't 1 ' 



IV 

Coqueville did not awake on the following day until the 
sun was well above the horizon. It was warmer even than 
before, and the sea lay dozing under a cloudless sky ; in 
fact, it was just the sort of day when most pleasure is to be 
found in remaining absolutely idle. 
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Until lanoh-time Coqneville rested after the treat of 
the evening before ; then everyone went down to the beach 
to keep a look-out, and that Wednesday, fishing, Madame 
Dnfeu, and M. Mouchel were all forgotten. La Queue and 
Bouget did not even speak of going to puU up their baskets. 
About three o'clock some casks were sighted. Four were 
dancing on the waves opposite the village, whereupon both 
the Zephyr and the WhaU gave chase ; but there was no 
dispute, as there was enough liquor for all, and each boat 
had its share. 

After scouring the little gulf, Bouget and La Queue 
came back at six o'clock with three barrels each, and once 
again the festival began. The women carried out some 
tables, to be more comfortable ; then seats were brought 
and two open-air caf&s, such as there are at Grandport, 
were at once established. The Mah^s remained on the left 
and the Floches on the right, and between them there was 
a heap of sand. That evening, however, the Emperor 
went from one group to the other with full glasses in his 
hands, so that everybody might taste the contents of all six 
barrels. By nine o'clock the scene was even gayer than 
on the previous evening; and the next day, try as 
it would, CoqueviUe could not remember how it had 
managed to get to bed. 

On the Thursday, the Zephyr and the Whale only took 
two barrels apiece, but those were huge ones. On Friday, 
the catch was superb and quite surpassed everybody's 
hopes ; seven barrels were brought to land, three by 
Bouget and four by La Queue. Then came golden hours 
for Coqueville. Nobody did any work. The fishermen 
lay in bed till noon, sleeping off their potations, and then 
sauntered down to the shore and gazed at the sea. Their 
only anxiety was as to the kind of liqueur which the tide 
might bring them, and they stood on the sand for hours, 
giving shouts of delight as soon as any wreckage appeared. 

B 



258 THE SPREE AT COQUEVILLE 

The women and children, perched on the tops of the rocks, 
pointed oat eveiything floating on the water, even to the 
smallest bundle of seaweed, and the Zephyr and the Whale 
were always kept in readiness to go ont to sea. They set 
off, tacked about the gnlf, fishing for casks as they might 
have fished for tunny, quite despising the mackerel, which 
leapt in the sunlight, and the soles, which floated lazily 
along on the surface of the water. Ooqueville meantime 
watched the fishers from the shore, and burst its sides with 
laughing ; then, in the evening, the catch was drunk. 

What delighted Ooqueville most was that the supply of 
casks did not cease. The wrecked vessel must have had 
a large cargo, and Ooqueville, now selfish and gay, joked 
about the lost ship, which had been, folks said, a regular 
wine-cellar, containing enough liquor to intoxicate all the 
fish in the sea. They never caught two barrels alike ; the 
casks were of all shapes, sizes, and colours, and each con- 
tained a different liquid. The Emperor fdl into profound 
reveries — ^he, who had drunk everything, could no longer 
give an opinion ; and La Queue himself declared he had 
never seen such a cargo. Abbi Badiguet believed it had 
been destined for some savage king, who had wished to 
stock his cellar ; but the rest of Ooqueville no longer 
troubled to find out what it was that they were drinking. 

The elder ladies preferred the liqueurs flavoured with 
mocha, peppermint, and vanilla ; and Marie Bouget drank 
so much aniseed one evening that she became quite ilL 
Margot and the other young ladies devoted themselves to 
curagoa, Benedictine, Trappistine, and Ohartreuse, while 
the cassis was given to the children. The men were 
naturally most pleased when the catch included cognac, 
rum, or gin. A barrel of raki from Ohio stupefied 
Ooqueville, for it thought that it had got hold of a cask of 
turpentine. Of course it was drunk, because it is not 
right to waste anything ; still it was taU»d about for a long 
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time. Batavian ' arrack,' Swedish brandy flavoured with 
Gumin, Boumanian ' tuioa calugaresoa/ Servian ' sliwowitz,' 
also upset Goquevillian ideas about what was fit to drink. 
At bottom was a general leaning towards kiimmel and 
kirsch, liqueurs dear as water and strong enough to kill 
a man. How could so many good things have been 
invented ? At CoqueviUe, brandy had been the only spirit 
known, and all the inhabitants were not even acquainted 
with that. A veritable worship for the inexhaustible 
variety of intoxicants began to spring up. Oh, to get 
drunk every evening on something different, of which even 
the name was unknown ! It all seemed like a fairy tale, 
in which there was a magic fountain spouting forth 
strange alcoholic fluids, perfumed and flavoured with all 
the flowers and fruits in creation. 

As has been said already, there were seven barrels on 
the shore on Friday evening. Coqueville now simply lived 
there, and, thanks to the mildness of the weather, it 
could do so with comfort. Never had there been so flne 
a week in September. The feast had lasted since Monday, 
and there was no reason why it should not last for ever, if 
only Providence (for in this affiuir Abb6 Badiguet discerned 
the hand of Providence) would continue to send them 
casks. All work was suspended, and everybody for the 
time being became a gentleman, a gentleman who drank 
expensive liqueurs without having to pay for them. 
Coqueville idly thrust its hands in its pockets and basked 
in ibe suq, while waiting for the evening carouse. Besides, 
it was never sober. One after another it tried the delights 
of kiimmel, kirsch, and ratafia. In the course of a week it 
experienced the anger bom of gin, the soffe-heartedness 
coming from cura9oa, uid the laughter fomented by 
cognac. And withal Coqueville retained the innocent 
ways of a new-bom child, knowing nothing about any 
thing, but thankfully drinking whatever heaven sent it. 

s2 
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It was on the Friday that the Mah^s and the Floohes 
at last fraternised. Every one was very merry that even- 
ing, and even on the night before the distance between the 
two groups had been lessened, for the more intoxicated 
among them had trodden down the heap of sand, and there 
was now only about a foot of it left between the two 
parties. The Floohes were emptying their four casks, 
while the Mah6s were making an end of three little barrels 
of liqueurs, the colours of which happened to be the same 
as those of the French flag — ^red, white, and blue. The 
Floches were filled with envy and jealousy whenever they 
saw the blue liqueur, for the blueness seemed to them 
something wonderful ; and at last La Queue, who had 
turned quite good-natured now that he was never sober, 
came forward, glass in hand, thinking that it was his place 
as mayor to make the first advances. 

' I say, Bouget,' he stuttered, ' will you drink with me ? ' 

' Certainly,' replied Bouget, whose emotion made him 
reel. 

They fell on each other's necks, and everybody wept, 
the scene was so touching! Then the Mah^s and the 
Floches, who had been ready to devour each other for the 
last three hundred years, kissed and shook each other by 
the hand ; and Abb^ Badiguet, who was very much affected, 
again spoke of the hand of Providence. Finally, they all 
toasted one another in the red, white, and blue liqueurs, 
and the Emperor cried, ' Here's to France ! ' 

The blue was not up to much, and the white was 
hardly any better, but the red was really first-rate. The 
Floches' barrels were next attacked, and then a dance was 
got up. As there was no music, some of the young 
fellows whistled and clapped their hands to keep time, 
and the girls danced with spirit. The spree was really 
assuming magnificent proportions. The seven casks were 
placed side by side, and everyone took what he liked best. 
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Those who had had enough lay down on the sand and 
slept for a timA, and when they woke np feeUng parched 
they began to drink again. Meantime the number of 
dancers increased, and tiie ball was continued until mid- 
night. The waves broke on the beach with a fiednt mur- 
mur, the stars shone in the deep blue sky — it was like 
the peacefulness of a newly-created world around a tribe 
of savages intoxicated by their first draught of brandy. 

However, when there was nothing left to drink, 
CoqueviUe at last went indoors, Floches and Mah^s helping 
one another to the best of their ability, and ending by 
somehow finding their beds* 

On the Saturday, the spree was kept up till nearly two 
o'clock in the morning. Six casks, two of which were 
huge ones, had been caught that day, and during the 
evening Fouasse and Tupain almost came to blows. 
Tupain, who was very bad-tempered when he got drunk, 
talked of making an end of his brother, but this quarrel 
shocked everybody — Floches as well as Mah^s. Was 
there any sense in still disagreeing when the whole village 
had embraced and forgotten old scores? The two 
brothers were forced to drink together, and, as they still 
looked sulky, the Emperor determined to keep his eye on 
them. However, the Bougets did not get on very well 
together either. When Marie had drunk some anisette 
liqueur, she behaved towards Brisemotte in a manner which 
Bouget was unable to witness unmoved; besides, drink 
made him afiEectionate, and he wanted to be loved him- 
self. It was in vain tiiat Abb6 Badiguet exhorted them 
to forgive all injuries ; an accident was feared. 

' Bah ! ' said La Queue, 'you'll see, they'll make it up 
if there's a good catch to-morrow. Tour health ! ' 

But La Queue himself was not perfect. He still kept 
a watch on Delphin, and whenever he saw him near 
Margot he gave him a kick. This made the Emperor 
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very indignant, for it was not reasonable to prevent two 
young people from laughing together ; but La Queue still 
swore that he would kill Margot rather than give her to the 
boy. Besides, Margot herself did not want him. 

< Tou don't, do you ? Tou are too proud to marry a 
beggar, aren't you ? ' he cried. 

' Tes, papa,' answered Margot. 

On Saturday, Margot drank a great deal of some syrupy 
liqueur. Nothing so sweet eould be imagined, and, as 
she had no idea of the strength of the beverage, she soon 
found herself seated on the ground beside the cask. She 
remained laughing to herself, for she folt as if she were in 
paradise; she eould see stars around her, and it seemed as if 
dance-music were being played inside her head. While she 
was in this state Delphin slipped into the shadow cast by the 
barrels, and, taking her hand, ad^ed : ' Tell me, Majrgot, 
will you ? • 

She still smiled and finally answered : * It's papa who 
won't hear of it.' 

' Oh, that doesn't matter,' said the lad. ' Old people, 
you know, are always against it; but if you are wil- 
ling • 

And, getting bolder, he dropped a kiss on her neck. She 
drew up her head, but a little shiver ran down her back. 

* Have done I Tou tickle me,' she exclaimed. 

However, she no longer said anything about boxing his 
ears ; ia the first place, because she would not have been 
able to do so, her hands felt so lazy, and, secondly, because 
it seemed nice to her to have her neck kissed. It made 
her feel deliciously drowsy, like the liqueurs, and afber a 
time she began moving her head, and holding out her 
chin, like a cat who wants to be caressed. 

< There, just under the ear,' she murmured. ' Oh, it's 
lovely ! ' 

They both forgot La Queue, but, fortunately, the 
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Emperor was on the watoh. ' Look there, your reverenoe/ 
he said, pointing them out to Abb6 Badiguet. ' It would 
be better to marry them.' 

' It certainly would/ answered the priest. 

And he undertook to speak to La Queue on the subject 
the very next day. In the meantime, La Queue had 
drunk so much that the Emperor and the priest had to carry 
him home. On the way they tried to talk to him about 
his daughter, but they could get nothing from him but a 
grunt. Behind them walked Dolphin, with Margot on his 
arm. 

By four o'clock the next day the Zephyr and the Whale 
had hooked up seven barrels ; by six o'clock the Zephyr 
had found two more, which made nine altogether, and so 
Goqueville had a merry Sunday. It was the seventh day 
running that it had got drunk. And the spree was 
perfect— such a spree as had never been seen before, and 
would never be seen again. Just mention it in Lower 
Normandy, and people will answer you with a laugh : 
' Ah, yes ! We know all about the spree at Goqueville.' 



Whbn Tuesday had gone by, M. Moaohel was very much 
astonished to see neither Bouget nor La Queue arrive at 
Grandport. What could the rascals be thinking of ? The 
sea was calm, and the catch must have been enormous ; 
perhaps, though, they wanted to bring a big cargo of 
lobsters and sdes all at once, and so he patiently waited 
until Wednesday. 

That day M. Mouchel began to get angry. It must be 
stated that Madame Dufeu was not a good-tempered 
woman; at the least thing she flew into a rage, and 
although Mouchel was a big, strong, handsome fellow, he 
trembled before her — all the more as he aimed at marrying 
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her later on, and was always on the alert to anticipate and 
gratify her wishes, meaning to make up for his present life 
if he ever became the master. Now, on the Wednesday 
morning, Madame Dafeu stormed and complained that 
they were missing the market for want of fish, and she 
accused Moachel of running after girls, instead of giving 
his attention to whiting and mackerel, which they ought 
to have had in abundance. Thereupon M. Mouohel, in 
his vexation, shielded himself behind the strange failure 
of the Ooqueville fishers. For a moment, surprise struck 
Madame Dufeu dumb. What could Coqueville be dream- 
ing about ? It had never done such a thing before. Then 
she declared that she didn't care about Coqueville ; that it 
was M. Mouchel's business to look after the supply, and 
that she would do so herself if he allowed the fishermen 
to play the fool with him again. Mouchel heartily wished 
Bouget and La Queue at the devil ; but perhaps, after all, 
they would come on the morrow. 

But on the next day, which was Thursday, neither one 
nor the other appeared ; and M. Mouchel, in despair, went 
up in the evening to the rocks on the left of Orandport, 
whence Coqueville and its stretch of yellow sand can be 
seen. For a long time he gazed. The village seemed 
perfectly quiet ; smoke was ascending from the chimneys, 
and no doubt the women were getting their dinners ready 
as usual. When M. Mouchel had ascertained that Coque- 
ville still existed, and that no rock from the cliff had fallen 
and crushed it, he felt more puzzled than ever. However, 
just as he was about to go down again, he thought he 
discerned two black specks in the bay — the Whale and 
the Zephyr — whereupon he returned to soothe Madame 
Dufeu. It was all right ; Coqueville was fishing. 

The night passed, however, and Friday dawned, but 
still no news came from Coqueville. M. Mouchel climbed 
up on the rock a dozen times. He was beginning to lose 
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his head. Madame Duf eu treated him shamefully, and he 
could find nothing to say to her. Coqueville still lay 
basking in the sun, like a lazy lizard, only there was no 
longer any smoke. The village seemed dead ; could all 
the inhabitants have perished without any one knowing 
of it ? There was, indeed, a black mass moving on the 
shore ; but that might be seaweed thrown up by the waves. 

No news on Saturday. Madame Dufeu no longer 
stormed, but her eyes were fixed and her lips white. M. 
Mouchel stayed two hours on the rock, feeling an ever- 
increasing desire to find out for himself the why and 
wherefore of the village's strange stillness. Those houses, 
sleeping so quietly in the sunlight, irritated him, and he 
made up his mind to startoff very early on Monday morning, 
so as to reach Coqueville by nine o'clock. 

The village was not within walking distance, but M. 
Mouchel preferred to go by land so that he might catch it 
unawares. A vehicle took him to Bobigneux, where he 
left it under a shed, for it would have been dangerous to 
take it through the ravines. Then he cheerfully set off to 
walk some seven miles along the most abominable roads 
imaginable, though they are surrounded by a landscape 
full of wild beauty. The path — so narrow, that in 
places three men could not walk abreast — ^goes winding 
down between enormous walls of rock ; then a little further 
on it skirts precipices ; then the ravine suddenly widens, 
and through the opening one catches glimpses of the sea. 
But M. Mouchel was in no mood to admire scenery, and 
he only swore when the pebbles rolled away from beneath 
his feet. It was all Coqueville's fault, and he promised 
himself to call those vagabonds to account 1 However, 
while he pondered, he had drawn near the end of his 
journey, and suddenly as he turned round the last rock he 
saw the twenty houses of the village perched on the side of 
the cliff. 
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Nine o'clock was striking. It might have been June, 
the sky was so blue and clear ; it was a magnificent day 
indeed, and there was a soft breeze, which brought with it 
a pleasant smell of the sea. M. Moachel turned down the 
one street which the village possessed, and along which he 
had so often previously walked, and as he passed Bonget's 
house he looked in. It was empty. Then he went to 
Fooasse's, Tupain's, and Brisemotte's. Not a sool was to 
be found ; all the doors were open, but there was nobody 
in the rooms. What did it mean? A slight shiver ran 
through him. Then he thought of the authorities ; the 
Emperor would surely be aUe to tell what had happened. 

But the Emperor's house was empty, like the others 1 
Even the constable was missing 1 The deserted village 
frightened M. Mouchel now. He ran to the mayor's, but 
there another surprise awaited him ; everything was in a 
terrible litter, the beds had evidently not been made for 
three days past, dirty china was lying about and chairs 
were overturned, as though there had been a fight. M. 
Mouchel felt thoroughly upset, but he determined to go 
on to the end, and accordingly visited the church. But 
there was no priest to be found any more than any 
mayor. All the authorities, both civil and religious, had 
disappeared, and Goqueville was utterly forsaken; there 
was not even a dog, or a cat, or a fowl about the place. 
Only emptiness, silence, and slumber remained under the 
vast blue sky. 

It was not astonishing, then, that Goqueville had not 
brought any fish 1 Goqueville had removed, Goqueville 
was dead, and the police must be informed. M. Mouchel 
was working himself into a state of great excitement over 
this mysterious catastrophe, when he thought of going down 
to the shore, and at the sight he saw there he uttered a cry 
of amazement. The entire population of the village was 
lying on the sands. At first he thought there had been a 
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general massacre, but the deep snores he heard soon un- 
deceived him. Goqueville had kept up the spree so late on 
Sunday night that it had found it impossible to go to 
bed ; so it had slept on the seashore, lying just where 
it had fallen round the nine barrels, which were quite 
empty 1 

Yes, all Goqueville was snoring there-^men, women, 
old folks, and children. Some were on their backs, others 
on their stomachs, not one was on his feet. They lay 
about like leaves scattered by the wind. 

The moon, it so happened, had been a new one, and 
Goqueville, thinking it had blown out its candle, had fallen 
asleep in the dark. Then day had dawned, and now the 
sun was shining full on the sleepers' faces, though their 
eyelids did not even quiver. They were sleeping soundly 
with a happy expression, in the utter innocence of fuddle. 
The fowls must have come down early in the morning and 
pecked at the barrels, for they, too, were lying in the sand, 
drunk ; and there were even five cats and three dogs on 
their backs, with their paws in the air, tipsy, from having 
licked the syrup remaining in the glasses. 

For a few minutes M. Mouchel walked amidst those 
sleepers, taking care to tread on nobody. He understood 
what had happened, for some casks from the wreck of an 
English vessel had also been washed up at Grandport. 
All his anger evaporated. What a touching and moral 
spectacle lay before him 1 Goqueville reconciled 1 The 
Mah^s and the ELoches lying side by side 1 For at the last 
glass the bitterest enemies had embraced one another. 
Tupain and Fouasse were snoring hand in hand, like 
brothers incapable of ever again disputing over an inheri- 
tance, and the Bouget household formed a most amiable 
picture, for Marie was sleeping between Bouget and 
Brisemotte, as if to indicate that henceforth they would 
all live happily together. 
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But one group in particular supplied a touching scene 
of family affection : Delphin and Margot were lying with 
their arms round one another's necks ; at their feet the 
Emperor was stretched, as if watching over their security ; 
then just above them La Queue snored away like a father 
well pleased at having settled his daughter's future ; 
while Abb6 Badiguet, who had dropped like the others, lay 
with outsti^etched arms as though to bless them all. 

The spree ended by a wedding a little later on, and M. 
Mouchel himself married Madame Dufeu, whom he then 
beat unmercifully. Just mention the affair in Lower 
Normandy, and people will answer with a laugh : ' Oh, 
yes 1 We know all about the spree at Goqueville.' 



MADAME NEIGEON 



EiOHT days have gone by since my father, M. de Vauge- 
lade, allowed me to leave Le Boquet, the mournful old 
ch&teau where I was bom, in Lower Normandy. My 
father has strange ideas about the present times ; he is a 
good half-century behindhand. However, I am at last 
living in Paris, which I scarcely knew at all, having 
simply passed through it on two previous occasions. 
Fortunately, I am not over awkward in my ways. F^lix 
Budin, my old schoolfellow at the College of Caen, pre- 
tended, on seeing me here, that I was superb, and that 
the Parisiennes would surely dote on me. This made me 
laugh. But when F^lix had lefb, I caught myself standing 
before a looking-glass, contemplating my five feet six 
inches, and smSing at my wliite teeth and black eyes. 
Then, however, I shrugged my shoulders, for I'm not 
conceited* 

Yesterday for the first time in my lilb I spent an 

evening in a Parisian drawing-room. Countess de P , 

who is in some degree my aunt, had asked me to dinner. 
It was her last Saturday. She wanted to introduce me to 
Monsieur Neigeon, a deputy for our constituency of 
Gk>mmerville, who had just been appointed Under* 
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Secretary of State, and is on the high road, so people 
say, to become a Minister. My aunt, who is £ar more 
tolerant than my father, plainly declared to me that a young 
man of my age must not sulk with his country, even if its 
government were republican. She wishes to get me an 
official appointment. 

'I will undertake to talk to that obstinate old 
Vaugelade,' she said ; ' leave everything to me, my dear 
George.' 

Precisely at seven o'clock I reached the Countess's 
house. But it seems that people dine very late in Paris. 
The guests arrived one by one, and some had not yet put 
in an appearance when half-past seven struck. The 
Oountess informed me with an expression of distress that 
she had been unable to secure Monsieur Neigeon's com- 
pany ; he was retained at Versailles ^ by some parlia- 
mentary imbroglio. Nevertheless, she still hoped that he 
might look in for a moment during the evening. As a 
stop-gap she had invited another deputy of our depart- 
ment, 'fat Oaucheraud,' as we call him down there. I 
knew him already, as we had once gone shooting together. 

This Gaucheraud is a short jovial fellow, who has 
lately let his whiskers grow in the hope of thereby 
giving himself a serious appearance. He was bom in 
Paris, where his father was a petty solicitor of small 
means; but, down our way, he has a rich and very 
influential uncle, whom he somehow prevailed upon to 
run him as a candidate. I was not aware that he was 
married ; but at table my aunt placed me beside a young 
fair-haired lady, who looked very pretty and shy, and 
whom fat Gaucheraud called ' Berthe ' at the top of his 
voice. 

We were all assembled at last. It was still daylight in 

* The stoiy datefl from the time, subseqaent to the Franoo- 
German War, when the I^renoh Legislatare met at Versailles. 
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the drawing-room, which looks towards the west, when all 
at once we entered the dining-room, which had its 
curtains drawn and was lit np by a chandelier and several 
lamps. The change seemed very singular, and as we 
took our seats some remarks were made about the way 
in which the last dinners of the winter season are 
saddened by the lingering twilight. My aunt detested it. 
And the conversation on the subject was kept up : how 
mournful, said somebody, did Paris look when you drove 
across it in the waning light on your way to an invitation. 
I said nothing myself, but I had not experienced any such 
impression in my cab, though it had jolted roughly over 
the paving stones for a full half-hour. As a matter of 
fact, Paris, seen amidst the first gleams of the gaslight, 
had filled me with a passionate desire to partake of all the 
enjoyment with which it would presently blaze. 

By the time the e>ntr^ were served, people raised their 
voices and politics were discussed. I was surprised to 
hear my aunt expressing political opinions. However, the 
other ladies were all conversant with State affairs, called 
prominent men by their names Without any such prefix as 
' monsieur,' and debated and passed judgment on everything 
and everybody. In front of me Gaucheraud was taking up 
an enormous amount of room and talking at the top of his 
voice whilst steadily eating and drinking. But all those 
political matters did not interest me; I did not even 
understand the true sense of many remarks, and so I ended 
by devoting all my attention to Madame Oaucheraud, 
Berthe, as I already called her in my own mind for brevity's 
sake. She was really very pretty. As she sat beside me 
her ear struck me as being particularly charming : a pretty 
little rounded ear it was, with light yellowish hair curling 
around it. She had one of those fedr necks, covered behind 
with little wavy looks which quite upset one. Every now 
and then, when her shoulders moved, her dress-body, which 
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was cat very low, gaped a little, and I noticed a sapple, 
feline undulation about her back. I did not admire her 
profile so much, as it was rather sharp. She talked politics 
with even greater eagerness than any of the others. 

' Madame, may I pour you out some wine ? Shall I pass 
you the salt, madame ? ' I asked, striving to be as polite 
as possible, forestalling her slightest desires and interpreting 
her every glance and gesture. She had given me a long 
look as we sat down to table, as if to judge me once and 
for all. 

'Politics bore you, do they not?' she said to me at 
last. ' They plague me to death. But then one has to 
talk about something, and nowadays in society politics are 
the only thing that people care for. ' 

Then she darted off to another subject. 

' Is Gommerville a pretty place ? ' she asked. ' Last 
summer my husband wanted to take me to see his uncle 
there, but I felt frightened and pretended that I was ill.' 

' The country is very fertile,' I replied ; * there are some 
beautiful plains.' 

' Ah ! good. Now I know the truth,' she resumed with 
a laugh. * It is a frightful spot, eh ? A perfectly flat country 
with fields following fields, and ever the same fringes of 
poplar trees rising up at intervals.' 

I wanted to protest, but she had started off again, 
discussing some proposed law on secondary education with 
the guest seated on her right hand, a solemn-looking man 
with a white beard. At last, however, the conversation 
turned to theatricals. Whenever she leant forward to 
answer a question asked from the other end of the table, 
the feline undulations of her neck filled me with emotion. 
At Le Boquet, amidst the covert impatience of solitude, I 
had dreamt of a fair-haired beauty, but she was slow of 
gesture and had a noble face; and Berthe's mouse-like 
mien and little curly hair quite revolutionised my dream. 



MADAME NEIGEON 273 

Nevertheless, while the vegetables were being served, I 
glided into some wild fancies. We were alone, she and I, 
and I kissed her on the neck and she turned round and 
smiled at me; whereupon we started together for some 
very distant land. But the dessert was served, and at 
that moment she said to me in a whisper, ' Pass me that 
dish of sweetmeats there, in front of you.' 

It seemed to me that there was a caressing softness in 
her eyes, and the light pressure of her arm on the sleeve of 
my ^ess coat gave me a delightful thrill. 

Tm awfully fond of sweetmeats; aren't you?' she 
resumed, as she nibbled at some candied fruit. 

Those simple words stirred me to such a degree that 
I fancied myself in love with her. As I raised my eyes 
I noticed Qaucheraud, who had been looking at me while I 
whispered with his wife. He wore his usual gay expression 
and smiled in an encouraging manner. The idea of the 
husband smiling calmed me. 

But the dinner was drawing to an end. It did not seem 
to me that a Paris dinner party sparkled with more wit than 
one at Caen. Berthe alone surprised me. My aunt having 
complained of the warmth, the company reverted to their 
first subject of conversation, discussing the spring receptions, 
and finally opining that it was only at winter-time that 
one really dined well. Then we went off to the little 
drawing-room to take coffee there. 

By degrees a great many people arrived. The three 
drawing-rooms and the dining-room likewise became 
crowded. I had sought refuge in a comer, and as my aunt 
passed near me she said to me hurriedly : ' Don't go away 
yet, George. His wife has arrived. He has promised to 
fetch her, and I will introduce you.' 

She was still talking of Monsieur Neigeon, but I 
scarcely listened. I had heard two young men near me 
exchanging hasty remarks which filled me with emotion. 

T 
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Tbey were standing on tip-toeB at a door of the big drawing- 
room, and at the moment when F^lix Budin, my old school- 
fellow at Caen, oame in and bowed to Madame Gaucheraudi 
the shorter of the two asked the other : ' Are they still on 
the same terms ? ' 

< Yes,' the taller one answered, ' more so than ever. It 
will last till the winter now. I have never known her keep 
an admirer so long.' 

This did not cause me any particular pang, but I felt 
hurt in my self-esteem. Why had she told me in so soft 
a voice that she was fond of sweetmeats ? I certainly had 
no intention of contending against Fflix, yet I ended by 
persuading myself that those young men had slandered 
Madame Gaucheraud. I knew my aunt ; she was a person 
of very rigid principles, and would not suffer women of 
doubtful repute in her house. Graucheraud, as it happened, 
had just sprung forward to greet F61ix, whom he tapped 
in a friendly way on the shoulder whilst eyeing binri 
affectionately. 

< Ah 1 here you are,' said F61iz as soon as he discovered 
me. 'I came on your account. Well, will you let me 
pilot you ? ' 

We remained together in a recess formed by a doorway. 
I should greatly have liked to question him about Madame 
Gaucheraud, but I did not know how to do so in an off- 
hand, indifferent way. Whilst seeking a transition I 
questioned him about a number of other people for whom 
I cared nothing at alL He named them to me, and gave 
precise particulars about each of them. He was, I should 
say, a Parisian by birth, and had merely spent a couple of 
years at the college at Caen at the time when his father 
was Prefect of the Department of Calvados. I found Vn'm 
very free in his language, and a smile appeared on his lips 
when I asked him for information about some of the 
women present. 
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' Are 70a looking at Madame Neigeon ? ' he suddenly 
asked me. 

To tell the truth I was looking at Madame Gauoheraud. 
And so, somewhat foolishly, I answered: 'Madame 
Neigeon, ah ! where is she ? ' 

' She's that dark woman yonder, near the ohimney- 
piece. She's talking with a fair woman in a low dress.' 

Near Madame Gauoheraud, indeed, there stood a lady 
whom I had not previously noticed, and who was laughing 
gaily. 

' Ah f so that's Madame Neigeon,' I repeated. 

Then I examined her. It was a great pity that she 
was dark, for she struck me as being diarming, not quite 
so tall as Berthe, but with a magnificent crown of black 
hair. Her eyes were both bright and soft. Her little nose, 
her finely modelled mouth, and her dimpled cheeks indi- 
cated a lively and yet thoughtful disposition. Such at least 
was my first impression. But my views became confused 
as I looked at her, for I soon saw her laughing more 
loudly and freely than even her friend. 

' Do you know Neigeon ? ' F^Ux asked me. 

' I ? Not at all. My aunt is to introduce me to 
him.' 

' Oh 1 he's a nullity, a downright fool,' F^lix con- 
tinued. ' Political mediocrity in all its perfection — one 
of those stop-gaps that are so useful in parliamentary 
government. As he does not possess two ideas of his own, 
and every prime minister can therefore employ him, 
he figures in the most contradictory ministerial combina- 
tions.' 

' And his wife ? ' I asked. 

'His wife? Well, you see her. She is charming. 

If you want to obtain anything from him, pay court to his 

wife.' 

F^x affected some unwillingness to say anything 

92 
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farther. But at last he gave me to nnderstand that 
Madame Neigeon had made her husband's fortune, and 
oontinaed watohmg over the home with a view to its 
prosperitj. All Paris attributed lovers to her. 
' And the fur lady ? ' I suddenly inquired. 

* The fur lady,' F^Ux answered without the faintest 
show of feeling, ' is Madame Gaucheraud.' 

* She is a respectable woman, isn't she ? ' 
< Oh ! no doubt she's respectable.' 

F^Ux assumed a serious demeanour, but was unable to 
preserve it. His smile appeared once more, and I even 
famoied that I could detect on his features an expression 
of conceit which annoyed me. The two women had 
doubtless noticed that we were occupying ourselves with 
them, for they forced their laughter. I remained alone, a 
lady having led Filix away, and I spent the evening in 
comparing Madame Neigeon with Madame Oaucheraud, 
feeling at once hurt and attracted, fadling to understand 
things aright, and experiencing the anxiel^ of a man who 
fears lest he may be guilty of some act of foolishness 
in venturing into a sphere of which he has no knowledge. 

' Neigeon hasn't come ; what a nuisance he is ! ' ex- 
claimed my aunt when she again found me in the same 
comer by the door. ' But it's always like that. True, it 
is barely midnight as yet, and his wifd is still waiting for 
him.' 

I went round through the dining-room and took up a 
position at the other door of the sofon. In this wise I 
found myself behind the two ladies I have mentioned. 
Just as I reached the spot I heard Berthe calling her 
friend ' Louise.' That is a pretty name. Louise was not 
wearing a low dress. Under her heavy coils of hair I 
could only see a white strip of neck, but that glimpse of 
whiteness seemed to me for a moment to be far more 
fascinating than the exhibition which Berthe was making 
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of her back. Then, however, I no longer knew what to 
think ; they both seemed adorable, and in the perturbed 
state in which I found myself it appeared to me impossible 
to choose between them. 

But my aunt was looking for me everywhere. It was 
already one o'clock. 

' Have you changed doors ? ' said she. ' Well, he won't 
come. Every evening that man Neigeon has to save 
France. At all events, I will introduce you to his wife 
before she leaves. And mind that you are amiable, for that 
is important.' 

Without awaiting my answer the Countess placed me 
in front of Madame Neigeon, giving her my name and 
briefly acquainting her with my position. I felt rather 
awkward, and covdd scarcely find a few words. Louise 
waited with that smile of hers on her £Ekce, and then, 
seeing that I remained embarrassed, she simply bowed. 
It seemed to me that Madame Gaucheraud was looking at 
me contemptuously. Both rose, however, and withdrew. 
In the antechamber, used as a cloak-room, a fit of wild 
merriment came over them. However, their free and easy, 
bold, masculine ways astonished nobody but me. As they 
passed, the other men drew back and bowed to them with 
a commingling of extreme politeness and social goodfellow- 
ship which stupefied me. 

F61iz offered me a seat in his cab. But I escaped 
from him, for I wished to be alone ; and I did not hail any 
driver, for it pleased me to go on foot through the silence 
and solitude of the streets. I felt feverish, just as one 
feels at the approach of some severe illness. Was a 
passion springing up within me? Like the travellers 
who pay tribute to new climes, I was about to be sorely 
tried by the atmosphere of Paris. 
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It was only this afternoon that I met those ladies again, 
this time at the Salon de Peinture, which, it so happened, 
opened to-day. I confess that I knew I should meet them 
there, and that it would be very difficult for me to pro- 
nounce an opinion on the value of the three or four thousand 
paintings before which I promenaded for four successive 
hours. F^lix had promised me yesterday that he would 
call for me about noon : we were to lunch at a restaurant 
in the Ohamps-Elys^ and then repair to the Salon. 

I have reflected a great deal since the Oountess's 
toirU took place, but I must own that reflection has not 
brought me much enlightenment. How strange a world 
is Parisian society, at once so polished and so corrupt f I 
am not a rigid moralist, but none the less I feel embar- 
rassed when I think of the fearful things that I heard 
men saying to one another in my aunt's drawing-room. 
If one was to believe their muttered comments, more than 
half the women present were disreputable. How was one 
to tell the truth amidst all those assertions ? I had at 
flrst thought that, in spite of all my father had said on the 
subject, my aunt really received a very questionable set. 
But F^lix asserted that things were just the same in most 
Parisian drawing-rooms. Ladies, even the most severely 
inclined among them, were compelled to show a great deal 
of tolerance lest they should find their houses forsaken. 
Then, my flrst feeling of revolt having calmed down, I 
simply felt an impulse to snatch at the fekcile pleasures 
placed within my reach. 

For the last four days I had never awoke in my little 
flat in the Bue Laffitte without thinking of Louise and 
Berthe, as I familiarly caUed them. A singular phenome- 
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non was at work within me : I ended by confounding them 
together. I was now certain that F61ix was Berthe's 
lover, but this, instead of woimding my feelings, seemed a 
kind of encouragement, and though my thoughts and 
plans remained very vague, I was convinced that I had 
only to choose between Berthe and Louise to become the 
master of one or the other. 

When we entered the first gallery of the Fine Art show 
I was amazed at the great crowd that was stifling there. 

' The Devil,' muttered F^liz ; ' we are rather late. We 
shall have to use our elbows.' 

It was a very mixed throng of artists, bomgeois and 
society people. In the midst of overcoats badly brushed, 
and frockcoats black and gloomy, there were many light 
gowns, those spring Paris gowns which look so gay with 
their soft silk and their bright trimmings. And I was 
particularly delighted by the quiet assurance of the women, 
who cut through the thickest of the throng without even 
a thought of their trains, whose waves of lace always ended 
by effecting a passage. In this wise they went from one 
picture to another as if they were simply crossing their 
drawing-rooms. Only Parisiennes can thus retain a 
goddess-like serenity in a public crush, as if the words 
they hear, and the contact they have to put up with, 
could not possibly reach and soil them. For a moment I 
watched one lady who F^liz told me was the Duchesse 

d'A . She was accompanied by two daughters of from 

sixteen to eighteen years of age ; and the tiiree of them 
examined a ' Leda ' without so much as blinking, whilst a 
party of young painters behind them made merry over the 
picture with the greatest freedom of language. 

But F^x turned into the left-hand g^eries, a suc- 
cession of large square rooms where the crowd was less 
compact. A white light fell from the glazed roof, a crude 
light softened by linen hangings. The dust raised by the 
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tramping of the people set, as it were, some slight smoke 
above the sea of heads. The women needed to be very 
pretty to bear the effect of that light, that uniform tone, 
with which the paintings on the four surrounding walls 
contrasted violently. There one perceived an extra- 
ordinary medley of colours, reds, yellows and blues all 
clashing and running riot amidst the bright gold of the 
picture-frames. It was becoming very warm. Some 
bald-headed gentlemen with polished glistening craniums 
puffed as they walked about, hat in hand. Every nose was 
raised upward. There was quite a crush in front of 
certain canvases. And one incessantly heard the tramp- 
ing of feet over the floor boards, accompanied by a vague, 
endless clamour like the roaring of waves. 

' Ah 1 ' F^lix suddenly remarked to me, ' there's the big 
affair that folks talk so much about.' 

People stood, five rows deep, in contemplation before 
'the big affiair.' There were ladies with glasses, artists 
talking spitefully, and a tall lean gentleman taking notes. 
But I scarcely gave a glance in that direction, for in a 
neighbouring room I had caught sight of two ladies leaning 
against the handrail and inquisitively examining a little 
picture on the line. At first there was but a flash of 
thick black tresses and a mass of fiedr fluffy hair, showing 
under stylish hats. Then this vision vanished ; a wave of 
the crowd, a sea of heads hid both ladies from my view. 
But I could have sworn to theih. After taking a few 
steps, I again caught sight now of the fair hair, now of the 
black tresses between the ever-moving heads in front of 
me. I said nothing to F^lix; I contented myself with 
leading him into the next room, manoeuvring in such wise 
that it might seem as if he were the first to recognise the 
ladies. Had he already noticed them, as I had done ? I 
almost believe so, for he gave me a glance fall of delicate 
irony. 
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' Ah ! what a fortunate meeting ! ' he exclaimed as he 
bowed. 

The ladies tnmed and smiled. I awaited the effect of 
this second interview : it was decisive. Madame Neigeon 
quite upset me with a mere glance of her black eyes, 
whereas I seemed to be simply meeting a friend again in 
the person of Madame Gaucheraud. This time, then, it 
was the lightning flash. She — Madame Neigeon — was 
wearing a small yellow hat trimmed with a branch of 
glycine, and her gown was of mauve silk with trimmings 
of straw-coloured satin, the whole forming a very soft yet 
showy toilette. However, it was only later that I really 
scrutinised her. At the first moment she appeared to me 
in a blaze of light, as if she scattered sunbeams around her. 

But F61ix was talking. < Nothing remarkable, eh ? ' 
said he ; ' I have seen nothing yet.' 

' It is the same, mon i>idt«, as it is every year,' Berthe 
declared. 

Then, turning towards the wall, she added : *• Look at 
this little painting which Louise discovered. The gown is 
so beautifully done ! Madame de Bochetaill^ wore one 
exactly like it at the last ball at the Elyste.' 

' Yes,' murmured Louise, ' only the ruches fell square- 
wise over the tabUer.* 

They again studied the little picture, which represented 
a lady standing before a boudoir mantelpiece, reading a 
letter. The painting seemed to me very commonplace, 
but somehow I felt full of sympathy for the painter. 

* Why, where is he ? ' suddenly asked Berthe, as she 
looked around her. ' He loses us at every dozen yards I ' 

She was speaking of her husband. 

'Oh I Gaucheraud is over yonder,' quietly exclaimed 
F61ix, who could see everybody. * He is looking at that 
big Christ in sugar-candy, hanging from a gingerbread 
cross.' 
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In a peaceful, disinterested way the husband with his 
hands behind him was indeed making the round of the 
room on his own account. On catching sight of us he 
came up to shake hands, and said in his jovial fashion : 
*• There's a Crucifixion yonder which shows remarkable 
religious sentiment. Have you noticed it ? * 

The ladies, however, were walking on. We followed 
them with Oaucheraud. His presence authorised us to 
accompany them. We spoke of Monsieur Neigeon, who 
would no doubt look in at the show if he could only escape 
early enough from a committee meeting, at which he was 
to give the Government's opinion on a very important 
question. Gaucheraud meantime took possession of me 
with many expressions of friendship. This embarrassed 
me, for it was necessary that I should answer him. F^lix 
smiled, and gently nudged my elbow, but I failed to under- 
stand him. For his part, profiting by the fiEkct that I was 
keeping the fat man occupied, he walked on in front with 
the ladies. I only caught snatches of their conversation. 

' So you are going to the Yari^t^s this evening ? ' 

' Yes, I have taken a comer box ; the piece is said to 
be amusing. ... I shall take you, Louise — Oh ! I insist 
on it.' 

And further on : 

' So now the season is over. The opening of the Salon 
is the final Parisian solemnity.' 

*• But you forget the races I ' 

'Ah! yes, I've an idea of going to the races at 
Maisons-Laffitte. It's a very pretty place, I'm told.' 

Meantime Gaucheraud was talking to me about Le 
Boquet, a superb estate, said he, the value of which had 
been more than doubled by my father. I could tell that 
he was bent on flattery. But I barely listened to him. I 
was stirred to the depths of my being each time that 
Louise's long train brushed against me, as she suddenly 



MADAME NEIGEON 283 

stopped before some picture. Under her black hair, her 
white neck looked as delicate as a child's. However, she 
retained her masculine ways, which somewhat annoyed 
me. A great many people bowed to her, and she laughed 
at them and attracted general attention by her outbursts 
of gaiety and the quick motions of her skirts. On two 
occasions she turned round and looked at me fixedly. I 
walked on as in a dream ; I could not say how many hours 
I followed her in this fashion, dazed by Gaucheraud's 
chatter and the leagues of paintings which spread out on 
right and left. I only knew that towards the end we were 
all chewing dust, and that for my own part I felt horribly 
fatigued, whereas the women bore up and smiled with all 
bravery. 

At six o'clock F41ix carried me off to dinner. And at 
dessert he suddenly exclaimed : ' I've got to thank you.' 

* What for ? ' I asked him in great surprise. 

*• Why, for the delicacy you have shown in not paying 
court to Madame Gkbucheraud, So you prefer dark 
women ? ' 

I could not help flushing, but he hastily added : < Oh ! 
I don't desire your confidence. You must have noticed 
that I abstained from intervening. In my opinion, a man 
ought to make his apprenticeship in life aJone.' 

He was no longer smiling, but wore a serious, friendly air. 

* So you think ' I began. 

< I think nothing,' he answered. ' Do as you fancy. 
You will soon see how things turn out.' 

I regarded this remark as a piece of encouragement. 
F61ix had reverted to his ironical tone, and lightly, as if 
jesting, he pretended that Gaucheraud would have liked to 
see me fall in love with his wife. 

' Oh ! you don't know the beggar ! You didn't under- 
stand why he flung himself so eagerly on your neck. The 
fact is that his uncle's influence is declining in your dis- 
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trict, and if he had to face another election he would be 
heartily glad of your father's support. Well, as you can 
understand, I felt frightened directly I saw that you 
might be useful to him, for he has used me up already.' 
' But that's abominable ! ' I exclaimed. 
' Why abominable ? ' F^lix resumed in so quiet a 
fiashion that I could not tell whether he was in earnest or 
not. 'When a woman is bound to have friends, it is 
just as well that they should prove useful to the home.' 

On rising from table F61ix talked of going to the 
Yari6t^s. I had seen the piece there two days previously ; 
but I dissembled, and expressed a keen desire to become 
acquainted with it. And what a charming evening we 
spent ! The ladies happened to be in a comer box quite 
dose to our stalls. On turning my head I could read on 
Louise's features the pleasure she took in the actors' jests. 
A couple of evenings previously I had found those jests 
idiotic. But they no longer offended me ; I enjoyed them, 
since they seemed to foster a kind of complicity between 
Louise and myself. It was a very broad piece, and it was 
at the most questionable passages that she laughed the 
loudest. Whenever our eyes met amidst the laughter she 
refrained from lowering them. I could not help thinking 
that the piece helped on my interests. Truth to tell, the 
whole house enjoyed itself ; many women in the balcony 
stalls laughed outright, without even indulging in any fan 
play by way of hiding their blushes. 

We went to pay our respects to the ladies during one 
of the entr'actes. Gaucheraud had just gone out, so we 
were able to sit down. The box was very gloomy, and I 
could feel Louise near me. Her skirts were spread out, 
and at a sudden movement she made they quite covered 
my knees. It was entrancing to be thus near her. That 
contact seemed to me like a first, secret avowal, which 
bound us one to the other. 
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Ten days have now gone by. F61ix has disappeared, and 
I can devise no pretext that might bring me and Madame 
Neigeon together again. My only resource is to buy five 
or six daily papers in which I read her husband's name. 
He intervened lately in a serious debate in the Chamber, 
and delivered a speech about which people are still talking. 
At any other time that speech would have bored me to 
death, but nowadays it interests me, because it seems as if 
I could distinguish Louise's white neck and black tresses 
behind all the verbose phraseology. I have even had a vio- 
lent discussion about Monsieur Neigeon — ^whose incapacity 
I defended — with a gentleman whom I scarcely know. The 
malicious attacks of the newspapers quite upset me. That 
man is an imbecile, no doubt, but then this only proves the 
superior intelligence of his wife, if indeed it be true, as 
people say, that she has been the good fedry to whom he 
owes his fortune. 

During these ten days of vain impatience and fruitless 
rambles I have called quite five times on my aunt, ever in 
the hope of some piece of good luck, some unforeseen 
meeting. On the occasion of my last call I managed to 
displease the countess so seriously that it will be a long 
time before I shall dare to return to her house. She had 
taken it into her head to procure me an appointment in 
the diplomatic service by Monsieur Neigeon*s influence ; 
and her stupefaction was intense when I refused the offer 
on account of my political opinions. The worst was that 
I accepted it originally, that is, before I had faJlen in love 
with Louise, and had come to the conclusion that I could 
not decently accept any favours from her husband's hands. 

My aunt, who had no notion of the motives of delicacy 
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which actaaied me, expressed profound astonishment at 
what she called my childish capridonsness. Did not 
many Legitimists, who were quite as scrupulous as myself, 
represent the Bepublic abroad? she asked. Indeed, 
diplomacy was the refuge of the Legitimists. They filled 
the embassies and rendered useful service to the good 
cause by keeping possession of high positions which the 
Republicans envied them. 

I was, for good reasons, greatly embarrassed as to how 
I might answer my aunt, and at last I sought a refuge in 
ridiculous rigidity of principles, whereupon my aunt ended 
by calling me a fool, for she ftlt all the more furious since 
she had already mentioned the a£Edr to Monsieur Neigeon. 
But no matter ! At all events, Louise will never have 
cause to think that I court her simply in order to secure a 
berth from the Government. 

People would laugh at me if I were to relate through 
what a strange succession of feelings I have passed during 
the last ten days. At first I felt convinced that Louise 
had noticed the emotion with which she inspired me, and 
that it was not displeasing to her. Thus conquest on my 
part seemed quite possible. But on reflection I began to 
doubt all this. Surely I must be a fool to think that a 
woman would throw herself at my head so openly and 
quickly. Madame Neigeon could have no thought of me. 
It was quite possible that she had already had lovers, but 
assuredly any intrigue in which she had engaged had been 
a far more intricate affitir than this. There must be a 
great distance between such a woman as I had dreamt of, 
a creature of mere elementary passions and instincts, and 
an artful Parisienne, expert in concealment, such as Louise 
doubtless was. 

Thus she seemed to escape me entirely. I no longer 
saw her, I no longer knew even if it were indeed true that 
I had spent five minutes with her in a gloomy box in a 
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theatre, feeling her palpitate beside me. And I became 
very wretched — to such a point, in fact, that for a moment 
I thought of hurrying back to Le Boquet and shutting 
myself up there. 

But on the day before yesterday there came to me an 
idea which I was astonished at not having had before. It 
was to attend a sitting of the Chamber. Perhaps Monsieur 
Neigeon would speak, perhaps his wife would be there. 
But it was written that I was not yet to set eyes upon that 
singular man. Though it had been decided that he 
should speak, he did not even put in an appearance. It 
was related that he had been detained by some committee 
business at the Senate. On the other hand, as I was 
sitting down in the rear of one of the galleries I ex- 
perienced keen emotion, for I perceived Madame Gauche- 
raud in the front row of the gallery facing me. She saw 
me and looked at me with a smile. Louise, alas ! was not 
with her. My delight fell. On leaving, however, I con- 
trived to meet Madame Gaucheraud in a passage. She 
displayed a faTntliar manner. F^x had certainly spoken 
to her about me. 

' Have you been absent from Paris ? ' she inquired. 

I remained speechless, indignant at such a question. 
Absent ! when I had been scouring the city so furiously ! 

< Well, one meets you nowhere ! ' she resumed. * The 
last reception at the Ministry was superb, and the Horse 
Show was marvellous.' 

Then, noticing my expression of despair, she began to 
laugh. 

< Well, till to-morrow,' she said, as she walked away. 
< We shall see you over yonder, shan't we ? ' 

I answered ' Yes ' in a stupid febshion, never daring to 
ask a question for fear that I might again hear her laugh. 
She had turned round, and looked at me with a malicious 
expression. ' Come,' she murmured, in the discreet tone 
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of a firiend who has some pleasant surprise in store for 
one. 

A wild impulse oame upon me to run off after her and 
question her. But she had already turned into another 
passage, and I bitterly reproached myself with my foolish 
pride, which had prevented me from acknowledging my 
ignorance. I was certainly quite ready to go ' yonder ; ' 
but where might ' yonder ' be ? The vagueness of the 
appointment tortured me, and at the same time I felt 
ashamed at not knowing what everybody else seemed to 
know. In the evening I hastened to F61ix's rooms, with 
the view of skilfully extracting from him the information 
which I needed. But F^lix was not at home. Then, in 
my grief, I plunged into the perusal of the newspapers, 
selecting those which gave the most society news, and 
striving to guess, amongst the announcements for the 
morrow, what spot Ze hon ton would select as a meeting- 
place. But my perplexity increased, for all sorts of 
functions were annoimced : an exhibition of paintings by 
some of the old masters, a charity bazaar at a big club, a 
musical mass at Sainte-Clotilde, a general rehearsal, two 
concerts, the veil-taking of an aristocratic novice, without 
mentioning horse races in all sorts of directions. How 
could a new arrival in Paris, a provincial conscious of his 
shortcomings, hope to arrive at the truth amidst such 
confusion ! I understood perfectly well that the proper 
thing was to attend one of those functions, but which one 
was it, heaven? Finally, at the risk of wandering 
about all day consumed with vain impatience if I were 
mistaken, I dared to make a choice. It occurred to me 
that I had heard the ladies speak of the races at Maisons- 
Laffitte, and, an inspiration coming to me, I resolved to 
repair thither. This decision taken, I began to feel calmer. 

What a delightful stretch of country is that formed 
by the environs of Paris I I was not acquainted with 
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Maisons-LafiStte, which charmed me with its houses so 
gay of aspect, built on a slope which borders the Seine. 
Now that we have reached the first days of May, the 
apple-trees, which are all white, look like big bouquets 
amidst the tender greenery of poplar and elm. 

At first, however, I quite lost my bearings between the 
walls and the quick-set hedges, for I was unwilling to ask 
anybody the way. On seeing a great many people take 
the same train I had felt overjoyed, but the ladies were 
not there, and as I scanned the passers-by in Maisons- 
Laffitte itself my heart contracted. I was really losing 
myself alongside the Seine, beyond all the houses, when 
all at once keen emotion brought me to a standstill, near 
a big tuft of nettles. A group of people, still some fifiiy 
yards away, was slowly coming towards me, and I recog- 
nised Louise and Berthe. Gaucheraud and F61ix, those 
inseparables, followed them at a distance of a few paces. 
So I had guessed rightly! This filled me with pride. 
But my emotion was so great that I behaved like a nin- 
compoop. I hid myself behind the tall clump of nettles, 
full of a nameless shame, dreading ;lest [I should appear 
ridiculous. When Louise passed, the hem of her skirt 
brushed against the bushes. However, I at once realised 
the folly of my first impulse. And so I made all haste to 
cut across the fields, and as the others reached a bend in 
the road I came up in the most natural manner possible — 
like a man, indeed, who thinking himself alone is yielding 
to the dreamy mood inspired by the open air. 

' Oh ! is it you ? ' cried Gtaucheraud. 

I bowed, affecting extreme surprise. We all raised 
exclamations and shook hands. But F61ix laughed in his 
singular fashion, whilst Berthe positively winked at me, 
thereby establishing additional complicity between us. As 
we walked on, I remained for a few seconds with her, 
behind the others. 

u 
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' So yon have come ? * she said to me gaily, in an under- 
tona 

And without giving me time to answer, she began to 
jest, saying that I was very happy in still being so yoimg. 
I felt that I had an ally in her ; it seemed to me that she 
would have been well pleased to help me with her friend. 
Then as F61ix turned round to inquire, 'What are you 
laughing about ? ' she replied in all tranquillity : ' Oh, 
Monsieur de Yaugelade has been telling me of his journey 
in the company of a whole family of English tourists.* 

Gauoheraud, however, had again taken F^lix by the 
arm, and was leading him off as if to avoid troubling my 
Uit'drUU with his wife. I remained between her and 
Louise, and spent a most entrancing hour on the shady 
road which followed the banks of the Seine. Louise was 
wearing a light silk gown, and her sunshade with its pink 
lining steeped her fiMse in a warm, shadowless glow. Here 
in the country there was more freedom than ever in her 
demeanour ; die talked in a loud voice, and looked me full 
in the face whilst replying to Berthe, who turned the 
conversation to rather venturesome subjects with a perti- 
nacity which greatly struck me later on. 

' Oive Madame Neigeon your arm,' she ended by saying 
to me. * You are certainly not gallant ; you can surely see 
that she is tired.' 

I offered Louise my arm and she leant on it at once. 
Then, Berthe having joined her husband and F^lix, we 
two remained togetiier more than forty paces behind. 
The road ascended the slope, and we walked very slowly. 
Down below flowed the Seine between meadows stretching 
out like carpets of green velvet. There was a long slender 
island, too, intersected by two bridges, over which the 
trains rushed with a noise like distant thunder. Then 
across the water there was a vast cultivated plain stretch- 
ing to Mont YalMen, whose grey buildings could be seen 
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amidst a dust of sunshine on the very fringe of the sky. 
But what affected me almost to tears was an odour of 
springtide, spreading all around us as it rose from the 
herbage on either side of the road. 

' Shall you soon go back to Le Boquet ? ' Louise asked 
me. 

I was foolish enough to answer ' No/ for I did not fore- 
see that she would add : ' Ah ! that's annoying, for next 
week we are going to Les MUreaux, my husband's 
property, which is only some two leagues from your place, 
and my husband meant to ask you to call and see us there.' 

At this I began to stammer that my father might 
possibly recall me sooner than I had expected. It had 
seemed to me that I could feel her arm pressing my own. 
Was she giving me an assignation, then ? With the ideas 
that I had formed of this Parisienne, so free and coquettish 
in her ways, I at once built up a perfect romance : an 
intrigue in the country, a whole month of passion under 
the trees. Yes, it was doubtless thus ; she found in me 
the qualities of a young squire, and would grant me her 
love amidst suitable surroundings. 

* I have to scold you,' she suddenly resumed, assuming 
an affectionate, almost maternal manner. 

' How is that ? ' I murmured. 

'Yes, your aunt has spoken to me about you. It 
seems that you will not accept anything from us. That is 
very discourteous. Why do you refuse — tell me ? ' 

I blushed again*; I was on the point of making a 
declaration, of exclaiming, ' I refuse because I love you.' 
But she made a gesture as if she understood my intention 
and wished me to remain silent. And then she added 
with a laugh : ' If you are proud, if you wish to render 
service for service, we will willingly accept your protection 
over yonder. You know that a General Councillor ^ has to 

' The French equivalent for the English Gounty Gounoillbr. 

u2 
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be elected. My husband is a candidate, but he fears 
defeat, which in oar position would be very unpleasant. 
Will you help us ? ' 

It was impossible to be more charming. That election 
story seemed to me to be a mere pretext devised by a 
clever woman to enable us to meet again in the country. 

' But certainly I'll help you/ I answered. 

' And if you succeed in getting my husband returned, 
it is understood that he in his turn will give you a 
helping hand.' 

' It is a bargain.' 

* Yes, a bargain.' 

She offered me her little hand, and I tapped it, as the 
custom goes, by way of sealing our agreement. We made 
merry together. It really seemed to me most delightful. 
We had passed the last of the trees, the sunlight streamed 
down on[the crest of the hill, and we walked on, silent, amidst 
the great heat. But of course that imbecile Gaucheraud 
must come to disturb that quivering silence under the 
flaming sky. He had heard us mention the General Council, 
and he gave me no more peace, but began to tell me all 
about his uncle, and to manceuvre for an introduction to my 
feither. At last we reached the race ground. They found 
the races superb. For my part, I stood all the time behind 
Louise, looking at her delicate neck. And how delightful 
was the return homeward after a sudden shower ! Beneath 
the rain the greenery had become softer still, the leaves 
and the earth sent forth a deUghtful smell, the very scent 
of love. Louise half closed her eyes, as if tired and 
penetrated by all the voluptuousness of spring-time. 

< Remember our bargain,' she said to me at the railway 
station, as she entered her carriage which was waiting 
there. ' At Les Miireaux in a fortnight's time, eh ? ' 

I pressed the hand she offered me, and I fear that I 
must have been a little rough, as for the first time I saw her 
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become grave, with two little creases as of displeasure about 
her lips. But Berthe still seemed bent on encouraging 
me to be bold, and F^lix retained his enigmatical smile, 
whilst Gaucheraud slapped me on the shoulder, exclaim- 
ing, ' At Les MUreaux in a fortnight, Monsieur de Yauge- 
lade. We shall all be there.' 
The devil take him 1 



IV 

I HAVE just come back from Les Miireaux, and such con- 
tradictory ideas and impressions fill my mind that it is 
needful I should recapitulate the day I have spent with 
Louise in order to arrive at a clear opinion. 

Although the estate of Les Miireaux is only two 
leagues from Le Boquet, I knew little of that part of our 
district. Our own shooting is in the direction of Oommer- 
ville, and, as a rather long round has to be made to cross 
the little B6age river, I had not gone there a dozen times 
in my life. Yet the slope is delightful, with its climbing 
road edged by big walnut-trees. Then, after reaching the 
plateau you dip down again, and Les Mtireaux lies at the 
entry of a dale, whose slopes soon contract into a narrow 
gorge. The house, a square building of the seventeenth 
century, is of no great importance, but the grounds are mag- 
nificent, with their broad lawns and the snatch of forest 
land at the &r end — such a tangle of trees that the very 
paths are barred by the branches. 

When I arrived on horseback two big dogs greeted me 
with a prolonged barking and jumping. At the end of the 
avenue I caught sight of a white spot. It was Louise in 
a light gown and a straw hat. She did not come down to 
meet me, but remained motionless and smiling on the large 
flight of steps that leads to the hall. It was nine o'clock 
at the latest. 



294 MADAME NEIGEON 

' Ah, how nice of yon 1 ' she called to me ; ' yon, at all 
events, are an early riser. I am the only one up at the 
oh&tean, as yon see.' 

I oomplimented her, saying that for a Parisienne she 
was really courageous. But she added with a laugh : ' It 
is true that I have only been here five days. I would get 
up with the chickens the first mornings. Only, as soon 
as the second week arrives, I gradually relapse into my 
sluggardly ways and end by coming down at ten o'clock, 
the same as in Paris. This morning, however, I am still a 
countrywoman.' 

I had never seen her looking so charming. In her 
haste to leave her room she had negligently knotted her 
hair, and slipped into the first morning wrap she found. 
And withher eyes still moist with sleep and her cheeks quite 
fresh she seemed a young girl again. Some little locks 
of hair were waving over her neck, and whenever her broad 
sleeves gaped I could see her bare arms as &r as the elbows. 

* Do you know where I was going ? ' she resumed. 
' Well, I was going to inspect a screen of convolvuli on 
that arbour yonder. It is marvellous, it seems, when the 
sun has not yet closed the flowers. The gardener told me 
of it, and as I missed the sight yesterday, I don't want to 
do so to-day. You will come with me, won*t you ? ' 

I felt a great inclination to offer her my arm, but I 
understood in time that it would be ridiculous. She ran 
on like a school-girl enjoying a holiday. On reaching the 
.^bour she gave a cry of admiration. From aloft hung 
quite a drapery of convolvuli, a shower of little bells, pearly 
with dew, and of delicate hues ranging from vivid rose 
colour to violet and pale blue. The whole suggested one 
of those phantasies of exquisite grace and strangeness that 
one finds in Japanese albums. 

' This is one's reward when one gets up early,' said 
Louise merrily. 
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Then she sat down under the arbour, and on seeing that 
she drew back her skirts to make a little room, I ventured 
to place myself beside her. I was in a state of keen emo- 
tion, for the thought had come to me of bringing matters 
to a crisis by catching her round the waist and kissing 
her on the neck. I felt well enough that such roughness 
was better suited to a young lieutenant dealing with a 
housemaid, but I could think of nothing else. I don't 
know whether Louise understood what was passing in my 
mind ; but though she did not get up, her fioice assumed a 
very grave expression. 

' First of all, shall we talk of our business ? ' said she. 

There was a buzzing in my ears, but I tried to listen to 
her. It was dim and rather cold in the arbour. Sparks 
of golden sunshine came in here and there between the 
foliage of [the oonvolvuli, and on Louise's white wrap 
they looked like golden flies, golden insects, settling there. 

' Well, what is the position ? ' she asked me with the 
air of an accomplice. 

I thereupon told her of the singular change which I 
had noticed at my father's. He, who for ten years had 
never ceased railing at the new state of things and had for- 
bidden me to serve the Bepublic, had now given me to 
understand, on the very evening of my return, that a 
young man of my age owed duty to his country. I sus- 
pected my aunt of having effected this conversion. Some 
women must have been set on him. Louise smiled as 
she listened, and she ended by saying : ' I met Monsieur 
de Yaugelade three days ago at a neighbouring oh&teau 
where I was making a call. We had a little conversa- 
tion.' 

Then she quickly added : ' You know that the election 
for the General Council will take place next Simday. You 
must start on your campaign at once. With your father's 
help my husband's success will be certain.' 
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' Is Monsieur Neigeon here ? * I inquired after some 
slight hesitation. 

' Yes ; he arrived last night. But you won*t see him 
this morning, for he has gone off in the direction of 
Oommerville to take cUjeuner with a friend, a landowner 
who has a good deal of influence.' 

8he rose up, but I remained seated for yet another 
moment, deeply regretting that I had not kissed her on 
the neck, for never should I again find such a dim little 
nook and such an early propitious hour. It was too late 
now, and I understood so thoroughly that I should simply 
make her laugh by falling at her feet on the damp ground, 
that I put off my declaration till a more fi&vourable mo- 
ment. 

Besides, I had just perceived Gaucheraud's bulky 
silhouette at the end of the path. On seeing Louise and 
myself come out of the arbour he gave a little sneer. 
Then he expressed astonishment at our courage in rising so 
early. For his part, he had only just come down. 

' And Berthe?' Louise asked him; ' did she sleep well ?' 

* Well, I really don't know,* he answered ; * I haven't 
seen her yet. 

Then, noticing my astonishment, he explained that his 
wife had a headache for the whole day whenever she was 
disturbed in the morning. And he added that they had 
long found it most convenient to have separate rooms, one 
for him and one for her. I must confess that this gave 
me food for thought. I recalled all manner of stories that 
I had heard and read of Parisiennes in country houses, 
and when I saw Berthe and my friend F61ix come together 
out of the hall, I could not help thinking that my surmises 
might be true. 

I shook hands with F61ix ; and, I can hardly account 
for it, but by the smile which Louise and Berthe exchanged 
whilst Gaucheraud stood by, quietly whistling, the idea 
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OGGurred to me that Louise was not ignorant of the matter 
I have referred to. And more than ever now I regretted 
not having kissed her while we were in the dim little arbour. 

We had d&jeuner at eleven o'clock. After the meal 
Oaucheraud took himself off for his siesta. He had un- 
bosomed himself to me, telling me that he feared he 
might not prove successful at the next elections, and that 
he proposed remaining three weeks in the district in the 
hope of gaining support. Thus, after staying with his 
uncle, he had desired to spend a few days at Les Milreaux 
in order to show everybody that he was on the best of 
terms with the Neigeons, for this, in his opinion, might win 
him a good many votes. I understood that he was also 
extremely desirous of being invited to my father's. Unfor- 
tunately, it seemed that I did not care for fair-haired women. 

I spent a very gay afternoon with the ladies and F61ix. 
Gh&teau life, witii Parisian graces frolicking in the open 
air amidst the sunshine of early summer, is really charm- 
ing. The drawing-room spreads out over the lawns. It 
is no longer the winter drawing-room, where you are 
virtually cooped up, where the women in low dresses ply 
their fans while the men in black swallow-tails stand up 
alongside the walls. It is a kind of holiday drawing- 
room, with women in light garb scampering freely hither 
and thither, while the men in their short jackets show 
themselves amiable and natural : a setting aside, as it 
were, of society etiquette, a familiarity which banishes the 
boredom bom of the stereotyped conversation that one 
hears at the winter gatherings. Nevertheless, I must 
confess that the behaviour of the ladies still surprised me, 
reared as I was in the provinces among pious folk. When 
we took coffee on the terrace after cUjeuner, Louise 
allowed herself a cigarette, and Berthe talked slang in 
the most natural manner possible. Later on they took 
themselves off amidst a great rustling of skirts, and one 
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heard them laughing in the distance, and calling one 
another, full of a flightiness which greatly disturbed me. 
It is foolish to own it, but these manners, so novel to one 
like myself, made me hope that Louise would give me an 
early assignation. As for F61ix, he quietly went on 
smoking cigarettes, but at times I caught him looking at 
me in his almost sarcastic way. 

At half-past four I spoke of leaving. But Louise 
immediately protested : ' No, no ; you can't go yet. I shall 
keep you to dinner. My husband will certainly come 
back, and then you will see him. Beally, now, I must in- 
troduce you to him.' 

I explained to her that my father was expecting me. 
I was compelled to be present at a dinner he was giving 
at Le Boquet, and with a laugh I continued :' It is an 
election dinner ; I have got to work for you.' 

' Oh 1 in that case,' said she, ' make haste. And if you 
succeed, you know, come for your reward.' 

It seemed to me that she blushed as she spoke those 
words. Did she simply refer to the appointment in the 
diplomatic service which my father is urging me to accept ? 
I thought I might attribute another meaning to her words, 
and no doubt I assumed a very conceited air, for all at 
once, for the second time, I saw her become very grave, 
with those little creases about the lips which gave her such 
an expression of proud displeasure. 

But I had no time to reflect upon that sudden change of 
expression. As I was starting a little conveyance drew up 
before the house steps. I already imagined that the hus- 
band had returned. But there were only two children, a 
little girl about five, and a little boy of four, in the vehicle, 
accompanied by a maid. They stretched out their arms 
and laughed, and as soon as they could spring to the ground 
they threw themselves among Louise's skirts. She kissed 
them on the hair. 
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' Whose pretty children are these ? ' I asked. 

' Why, mme,' she replied with an air of surprise. 

Hers ! I cannot express in words what a blow that 
simple answer dealt me. It seemed to me as if she were all 
at once escaping from me, as if those little beings with puny 
hands were digging an impassable abyss between her and 
me. What ! she was a mother, and I had known nothing of 
it ! I could not restrain the cry : 'So you have children ? ' 

* No doubt,' she quietly responded. * They went to see 
their godmother, two leagues from here, this morning. 
Allow me to introduce them, Monsieur Lucien, Made- 
moiselle Marguerite.' 

The little ones smiled at me. I must have looked very 
stupid. No, I could not accustom myself to the idea of it. 
It upset all my notions. I went off with my head in a 
whirl, and even at this moment I don't know what to 
think. I see Louise in the arbour draped with convolvuli, 
and I see her kissing the hair of Lucien and Marguerite. 
Decidedly, those Parisiennes are far too intricate for pro- 
vincials like me. I must get to sleep. I will try to 
understand things to-morrow. 



This is the finish of my adventure. Oh, what a lesson I 
But let me try to relate things calmly. 

Last Sunday Monsieur Neigeon was elected as General 
Councillor. After the counting of the votes it became 
evident that without our support he would have fiedled. 
My father, who, for his part, has seen Monsieur Neigeon, 
gave me to understand that a man of such utter mediocrity 
was not to be feared. Besides, it was a question of beating 
a Badical candidate. However, after dinner in the 
evening the old Adam reappeared in my bther and he 
contented himself with saying to me : 
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' All that is not very clean business. But everybody 
repeated to me that I was working for you. Well, do 
what you think fit. For me the only course left is to take 
myself off, for I no longer understand things.' 

On the Monday and Tuesday I hesitated about going 
to Les M^reaux. It seemed to me that it would be bad 
taste to go in search of thanks so quickly. The thought 
of the children no longer inconvenienced me. I had per- 
suaded myself that there was very little motherliness 
about Louise. Besides, did not people say in our part of 
the country that the Parisiennes never allowed children to 
interfere with their amusements, but handed them over to 
the care of servants, so as to enjoy perfect liberty them- 
selves? So yesterday, Wednesday, all my scruples dis- 
appeared. I was consumed with impatience, and set off 
for the battle at eight o'clock in the morning. 

My plan was to reach Les Milreaux as on the first 
occasion, at an early hour, so as to find Louise alone. But 
when I dismounted from my horse, a servant told me that 
Madame had not yet left her room, and made no offer to 
go and warn her of my arrival. So I simply replied that 
I would wait. 

And, indeed, I waited two long hours. I don't know 
how many times I made the round of the flower-beds. 
Every now and again I raised my eyes to the first-floor 
windows, but the shutters remained closed. Tired, 
enervated by this long promenade, I ended by sitting down 
in the bower of convolvuli. The sky was overcast that 
morning, and the sunshine did not glide in golden dust 
between the foliage. It was almost night, indeed, amidst 
the verdure. I reflected, resolving that I must risk every- 
thing. I was convinced that if I should again hesitate I 
should lose Louise for ever. As soon as I should be alone 
with her I would take hold of her hands and affect great 
emotion so as not to frighten her too much, but after- 
wards I would kiss her on the neck, as I had thought of 
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doing on the former occasion. I was for the tenth time 
perfecting my plan when all at once Louise herself 
appeared before me. 

' Where are yon hiding ? ' she gaily called, looking for 
me in the dark arbour. *■ Oh 1 you are here, are you ? I 
have been hunting for you for the last ten minutes. I 
must apologise for having kept you waiting.' 

Somewhat huskily I answered that there was nothing un- 
pleasant in having to wait when one's thought^ were of her. 

' I warned you/ she replied, without paying attention 
to my silly compliment, ' that I'm not a country woman 
for more than the first week. I've now become a 
Parisienne again, and can no longer leave my bed.' 

She had remained at the entrance of the arbour, as if 
she did not wish to risk herself amidst the gloom fEtlling 
from the foliage. 

< Well, aren't you coming ? ' she ended by asking me. 
* We have to talk, you know.' 

'But one is very comfortable here,' said I, in a 
quivering voice. ' We can talk on this bench.' 

She again hesitated, just for a second, then bravely 
replied : ' Oh ! as you like. It is rather dark here, still 
we don't need to see our words.' 

Thereupon she sat down near me. I felt like &inting. 
So the fateful hour had come I Yet another minute and 
I should take hold of her hands. She, however, still 
perfectly at ease, continued chatting in her clear voice, in 
which there was not the faintest sign of emotion. 

' I won't thank you in ready-made phrases,' said she. 
' You have given us good help, without which we should 
have been beaten.' 

I was in no condition to interrupt her. I was tremb- 
ling, and exhorting myself to be brave. 

' Besides, there is no need of words between us,' she 
resumed. ' We concluded a bargain, you know.' 

She laughed as she said this, and her laugh suddenly 
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emboldened me. I caught hold of her hands and she did 
not withdraw them. I could feel them so little and so 
warm in my own. She surrendered them to me in a 
friendly, familiar way, whilst repeating : < Yes, that is so, 
isn't it ? And now it is my turn to carry out my part of 
the agreement.' 

Thereupon I suddenly became audacious and rough, 
drawing her hands towards my lips. The gloom had 
increased ; a cloud must have been passing over us, and 
the strong scent of all the plant-life around us intoxicated 
me in that nest of foliage. But before my lips could reach 
her, she freed herself with a nervous strength which I 
should never have suspected, and in her turn caught me 
roughly by the wrists. And she held me like that without 
any show of anger, her voice remaining calm, ttiough it 
assumed somewhat of a scolding tone. 

' Come, no childishness,' said she. ' This is what I 
feared. Will you allow me to give you a lesson whilst I 
hold you here, in this little comer ? ' 

She showed the smiling severity of a mother repri- 
manding a boy. 

' I understood you from the very first day. You had 
been told horrors about me, had you not ? And so you 
conceived fancies which I forgive you, for you know 
nothing of our sphere of society. You landed in Paris with 
the ideas of ;this wolfish region, and perhaps you may say 
that it is in some measure my fault if you made a mistake. 
I ought to have stopped you, for you would have withdrawn 
at a word from me. That's true, and I did not speak that 
word ; I let you go on and you must regard me as an 
abominable coquette. Do you know, however, why I did 
not speak that word ? ' 

I began to stammer. The strangeness of the scene 
paralysed me with astonishment. She held my wrists yet 
more tightly and shook me, whilst remaining so close to 
me that I could feel her breath on my fiftce. 
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' I did not say it» because I felt interested in you and 
wished to give you this lesson. Young men fresh to the 
world form very erroneous and foolish ideas of women. 
You don't understand, as yet, but you will reflect and guess. 
We women are very much slandered. Perhaps we do all 
that is needed to bring that about. Only, you see, there 
are some who are perfectly virtuous>ven amongst those who 
seem to be the wildest and most compromised. All that 
is a very delicate matter ; but, I repeat, you will reflect 
and end by understanding.' 

' Let me go,' I murmured in confusion. 

' No, I will not let you go. Beg my pardon, if you wish 
me to do so.' 

In spite of her jesting tone I could feel that she was 
growing irritated, that tears of anger were rising to her 
eyes beneath the affront she had received from me. 
Within me was springing up a feeling of esteem, of 
genuine respect for that woman who was at once so 
charming and so capable. Her amazonian grace in virtu- 
ously enduring her husband's imbecility, her blending of 
coquetry and rigour, her disdain for evil tittle-tattle, 
and her skill in playing the man's part in the household 
amidst seeming flightiness of conduct — all made her a 
very complex creature, and flUed me with admiration. 

' VwrAofi I ' I humbly said. 

She released me. I at once rose to my feet whilst she 
remained quietly seated on the bench, fearing nothing 
more from the dimness or the disturbing odour of the 
greenery. And it was in her usual gay voice that she said 
to me : ' Now, let us come back to our bargain. As I am 
very honest, I pay my debts. Here is your appointment as 
a junior diplomatic secretary. I received it last night.' 

Then, seeing that I hesitated to take the envelope 
which she held out to me, she exclaimed with just a touch 
of irony : ' Well, it seems to me that you may well be my 
husband's obUgSj now.' 
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Such was the finish of my first adventure. When we 
came ont of the arbour F61ix was on the terrace with 
Oaucheraud and Berthe. He pursed his lips as he saw me 
approach carrying my nomination. He was doubtless 
aware of everything, and thought me a fool. I took him 
aside and reproached him bitterly for having allowed me 
to perpetrate such a blunder, but he answered that experi- 
ence alone can form young men. And when with a 
gesture I designated Berthe, who was walking in front of 
us, by way of questioning him also about her, he shrugged 
his shoulders with a significance which was extremely 
clear. Matters being like this, I must confess that in 
spite of everything I do not yet fully understand the 
strange morality of society in which the most respectable 
women show such singular complaisance towards others. 

But the last blow was to learn from Gaucheraud 
himself that my father had invited him and his wife to 
spend three days at Le Boquet. F61ix again began to smile 
as he announced that for his part he was returning to Paris 
on the morrow. 

Thereupon I ran off, pretending that I had positively 
promised my father that I would be home for d&jeuner. I 
was already at the end of the avenue when I perceived a 
gentleman in a gig. It must have been Monsieur Neigeon. 
No matter 1 I prefer having again missed him. It is on 
Sunday that Gaucheraud and his wife are to arrive at Le 
Boquet. What a horrid nuisance I 
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Chaucer for Children: .V tu^Kion Koy. iu •^Irs^."H.~R^HA^vEIs. With 

' ' ■•■ '. !*' "ts * " ! : • ^\ * ! t*. *'!••>% '.I "t \ »■' t'.i oxtr *'. ;?. r ;'. 
Ch.iuoor for SchooK. v. -.••• :. • S: iv .fl! s V-.-w-, ..-. J ;••;"< W..rk. By Mrs. H. R. IlAWris 
V \ •» 1 .• ••. u'>. I- 1. \V/'; •. 1 : ••.fH • .^..v l«..-."v .»... c". th. 2f. iJ. ' ' 

Chess, The Laws and l*ractice of. With an Analysis of the 'OpenT 

• • • r-. J5 w \K> .*«•. \- n:- N. r.'.-to ! ♦ V K. r. w.v<ma: i\ Cr'wn>v?. cl.:h ^- € 
Thn Minor Tactlrs of Chess : A Tro-.tNo . -. f o P-; !, \:.;or.t of tho Forco-; in •■! ,• lioacc to .<;tra. 

••' '.:•••. f. l\l.k \ -.Nw m II". O. H.^w: :. T n^ ro.":'. Sv.\ v".- :?: •••••.:" 
Thn llastlni:s Choss Tournament, r rti:::.::^ tV.» A:::h. r:s.' 1 A.- v- .::::: ■ f the "i- Ci-m 
:• ».! *'. : .'^r. :••• \\ :•. A-.:: -f.tvrs '. v T': 1 S' f :;Y. I.A^KrK. TAUKAPCil. .< IhlNi"-: / 
; • • ; • ■ •■ '-y ^^^'- '- ^^''- '- »• 'N. y< \v KIIKM-. v^Vns. » K.;. TtN?: IY. M.-.:J'N- .,V i 
^ ■' ". ."."!'..: i • ;.■ .. "•,-", ''"V."< "r.". '.V. **.V"'^^''* ^••'««^-«.-*"J--IVrtras;s. l:\:::ovl ! y H. F. C^:■^:::KH. 

Clare (Austin^. Stories by. " 

For the I.OV0 of a L.iss. r.»<t «•**,» •••.•>;-..to! !'.':r»«: -. • .' .». ,, /•/ 

By the Rise of the River : r..:c> .:::.•. >Nvtc!:c* in Svuih r, Kc-Lili; " Crowr. S.o. doth. y. 6./. 
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Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25. each. 

Panl Forooll. | Why Paul FewfoU Killed hto Wife. _ 

Clodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).— Myths and Dreams. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6J. 

Coates (Anne ).--Rle*s Diary. Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. 6<^. .. 

Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 

The Core of Boala. Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, as. 

The Red Sultan* Crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, as. 

The Burden of leahel. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3f . 6d. _^ 

Coleridge (M. E.).— The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. Fcap. Svo, 

leatherette, is. ; cloth, is. 6d, 

Collins (C. Allston).— The Bar Sinister. Post Svo. boards. 2s. 
Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. 

lUustrations of Tennyaon. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 

Jonathan Bvrif t. A Biographical and Critical Study. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 

Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, y, 6d. each ; post 8ro, illustrated boanls, ». each. 

From Midnight to Midnight. I Blacksmith and Scholar, 

you Flay me False* I The Village Comedy. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 

Transmigration. I Sweet Anne Page* I Frances. 

JL Fight with Fortune. | Sweet and Twenty. | 



Collins (Wllkie), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, many Illustrated, y. 6d. each ; post Svo. picture boards, as. each ; 

cloth limp, as. 6d. eaclu 



•Antonlna* 

•BasU. 

«Hide and Seek. 

•The Woman in White. 

*The Moonstone* 

•Man and Wife. 

•The Dead Secret* 

After Dark* 

The Queen of Hearts* 

Mo name. 



My Miscellanies* 
Armadale. 
Poor Miss Finch* 
Miss or Mrs.? 
The New Magdalen* 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady* 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel* 
The Fallen Leaves. 



Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Hoienoe. 
* I Bay No.' 
A Rene's Life. 
The Bvil Genius* 
LitUe Novels. 
The Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love* 



•«* Marked * have been reset in new type; In uniform style. 

POPULAR Editions. Medium Svo, 6cl. each ; cloth, x^. each. 
The Moonstone. I Antonina. I The Dead Secret. 

Medium 8to, 6t/. each. 
The Woman In White* I The New Magdalen* 



Colman's (Oeorge) Humorous Works: 'Broad Grins/ 'My Night- 
gown and Slippers,' &c. \Vith Life and Frontispiece. Crown Svo, doth extra, y. &/. 



Colquhoun (M. J.).— Every Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

y. &/. ; post Svo, illustrateil boards, as. 

Colt-breaklng, Hints on. By W. M. Hu tchison. Cr. Svo . cl., 3?. €d. 
Compton (Herbert), —The Inimitable Mrs. Masslngham: a 

Romance of Botany Bay. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top. 6s. 

Convalescent Cookery. By Catherine R y an. Cr. Svo, is. ; el., 15. 6d. 
Cooper (Edward H.).— Oeoffory Hamilton. Cr. Sv o, cloth, 35. 6d, 
Cornish (J, F.).— Sour Grapes : A Novel. Cr* Svo. cloth, gilt top . 6s, 
Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West of England ; or, The 

Drolls, Traditions, and Suiterstitions of Old ComwalL Collected by ROBERT UUNT, F.R.S. With 
t wo Steei Plat es by GRORGU CRUIKSHAXK. Cr own Svo. cloth. 7s.6d. 

Cotes (V. Ceciiy.— Two Qirls on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by 

F^n. T OWNSE N D. Crown Sto. do th ext ra, y . 6d. ; post Svo, doth, as. 6d, 

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 

The Prophet off the Great Smoky Monntalni. Crown Svo. doth, sr. &/. : post 8tou 

illustrated boanls. as. 
Hie Yaniehed Star* Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Cram (Ralph Adams).— Black Spirits and White, Fcap. 8vo^ 



:'j^<\- 



IL 
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Crellin (t1. N.), Books by. 

■omMia«s off the Old Seraglio. With a8 IBustrmtluu by S. X.. WOOD. Crown Bn, doth. y. M 

Tales of the Caliph. i.r>.wu kvu, cluth. ar. 

The Nasaranee: A lir.inu. Onwiiiivo, if. 

Crini (Matt.).- Adventures of a Fair Rebel.' Crown Uvo, doth 

fitra, with 4 l-r->iitiv) trc«' I y 1 >AN. Hkaki>, \>. 6rf. : j»*>sit Kvo, illuMratcii iMiariK as. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others. '— Tales of Our' Coast. By S. R. 

(*K«M KKI r. GlI.m.Kr i'AKklK. llAK(tI.I> HKKIil-KIC. 'O.,' and W. CLARK KL'SSRLL. With • 
i:iii.ir.itii':it I'V I-KANK Hi. AS«.\V VS. Crown Hyo, thilh, 31. o./. 

Croker (Mrs. H. M.), Novels by.~ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 31. M 



p.i>-h : ; < M "%•>. i!''.>>tr.itri !-i>ar>Is. 3j. r.ii h : t l->th limp, as. 6>f. eac h 



Pretty tktun Neville. 
Froper Pride. 
A Bird of Paeeaga 
Diana Barrlngton. 
Two Masters. 



Interference. 
A Family Llkeneait 
A Third Person. 
Mr. Jervls. 



Village Tales A Jongin 

Tragedies. 
The Heal Lady Hilda. 
Harried or Singls T 



Criiwn (tvd. r!i)th fxtra. ^r.M. each. 
I Mies Balmalne's Past. I 
r. I Jason, Ao. I 



■oaie One Else. 

In the Kingdom of Kerry, 

*To Let,* Ac. I'bst Svt, I'uture l-<MriU. -js. : tlotn limp. ax. 6>/. 

Terence. With 6 lllusti.iii'>ns by Sidni-Y I'Ai.KI. Crown 8vii, doth. Kilt top, 6r, 



Beyond thn Pslt» 
Inntuation. 



Cruikshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series: The 

Ml(>i|. !r>m iM^ t > i^4i: thf Sm'dni). irtttn if!44 toiR^t. A (^atherint; of the liest Humour of 
TliAi Kl r.W. ItiM>l>. M Wlirw. Al l.iKl hMIIII. A'laCKKI r. K<ii:iii:i' Ukough. &c. With 
nuni«:r>>i:s S'cH I- iicr.i villus »n<i Who l« u:s l>y (;h(>Ki.K CKl'IKSilANK, lIlNK. LANDBLLS; Ac. 
T»'» Vo'.s.. iiiiwn ♦•»n. lit tl; ;;;.!. -f. tJ, »• Uli. 

The Life of George CrulKshank. i;y Klanciiaru Jurkold. With 84 IDustntkat and s 

l:il>liv<r.tpliy. I r<iwn w>i, ^L.th rxtra, ir. &/. 

Cunimin}^ (C. F. Oordon), Works by. Large cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

In the Hebrides. With ..n Atit-'tvi>e l-rMnti->iii<;c«* and ai Illiistrnti<>ns. 

In the Himalayas and on the' Indian Plains. With 4^ lilustratiuua 

Two Happy Years In Ceylon. Whh r< I Uusti.it ions. 

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With a r!i-«t>{rr4vure lT.ntis|»i««CP._ 

Cussans (John !£.).— A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 

for Traiint; rf-ii,:r«>vs ainl Iw*. i|.!ii>rmiif .\nc:«iit MSS., &c. Fourth htiitiun, revised, with 408 Woodcuts 
and a CitKuiml I'latKS. Crown bvu, cK>th rutra. 'ix. 

Cyples (William).— Hearts of Oold. Crown 8vb, cloth, 35. 64, 



Daudet (Alphonse).— The lEvanjcellst; or, Port Salvation. Crown 

Bvo, cloth extra, .v. 6./. ; p^'St Rro. illu«.tr:itr<l iMuinls. as. 

Davenant (Francis, M. A.).— Hints for Parents on the Choice of 

a Pr.ifrssifHi for th«Mr S -ms wh.-n Btirtina; in Life. Cn.wn Rvo, cloth, ir. ^/. 

Davidson (Htijch Coleman).— Mr. Sadler's Daus:hters. With a 

rrontis|.ii'«"i' \>y Stani VY W«)i »1». Crown Bvo. cloth rxtra. ir. f>J. 

Davies (Dr. N. R. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. 8vo, 15. ea.; cl., is, 6d, ea. 

One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints. 
Nursery Hints: A .Muthi:r's(>ui«ti: m Ilcdth an.T l >iscmm:. 
Foods for the Fat : Th<; I>:('t«-tir Cun* of Cor;>uifni.y .ml of Gout 

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, as. ; cloth limp, as. 6./. 



Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 

whh Introductiun .nud Note:, liy Kcv. A. I). (JKOSAKT. D.D. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6J. each. 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).— The Fountain of Youth. "" Crown' Svo^ 

^cloth extra, with Two Klustr.uiims liy Ml'MH NjSHUT. .v. t.i. _ _ 

De Ciuerin (Maurice), The Journal of. Kditeirby~G. S. Trkbut'xen^ 

With a Munioir l.y .SAINIH T.ia'VK. Translated from the aoth French F.dition liy JKSSIK P. FKOTII 
1N(;IIA.M. I-'cap. Svfi, l.alf-hountl, as. M. _ 

De Maistre (Xavler).— A Journey Round my Room. Translated 

by HKXRY ATTWI'.LL. Post 8vo, doth limp, 3X. rx^ 

De Mille (James)r'—^A Castle in Spain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 

a Frontispiece, y.6J. _ _ _ "■^.^^ 

Derby (The) : ThTfiiue Ribbon of the Turf. 'With Brief AccoWa 

ofTlIR OAKS._By I.OUIS IlliN'UYCURZO.N. Crown «yo. cloth limp. 9 r. 6.f. _ 

Derwent (Lelth), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6rf. each 

Oor Lady of Tears. _ I Circo's Lovers. ■. 

Dewar (T.'R.).~A Riamble Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra-^ 

ftonSi Crown Sro, cloCb extra, 7<r. &/. \ 
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De Windt (Harry), Books by. 

Xhvoutfh tho Ck>ld-n«lds of Alaska to Boring BtFatts. With Map 4iid 33 full-pags IHim. 

tntions. Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6x. 
Tgno TalM of Tgayl and Adynt are . Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Dickens (Charles), About Biifi:land with. By Alfred Rimmer. 

With 57 Illustrations by C A. VawdhrHOOP and the AUTHOK. Square 8to. cloth, y . 6«/. 

Dictionaries. 

Tho Roador's handbook of Famous Names In Fletlon, AUnsIons. Soferenoos* 
Provorbs, Plots* Stories, and Poems. Together with an English and akikrican 
Bibliography, and a List op the Authors and Datrs op Dramas and operas. By 
Rer. E. C. BRBWER. LL.D A New Edition, Rerised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth. 7^. 6rf. 

JL DlOttonary of Miracles t Imitatire, Realistic, and Do^natic. By the Rev. E. C. BRBWBR, 
LL.D. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. &/. 

Familiar Short Sairlngs of Great Men. With Historical and Explanatory Notes by SAMUEL 
A. BENT, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7X. 6d. 

Tho Slang Dlctionan^ : Etyraolosical, Historical, and AnecdotaL Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6.i. 

Words* Facts* and Phrases t A Dictionary of Curious, (Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 
EUHZER Edwards. Cr o wn 8to, cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Dilke (Rt. Hon. 5ir Charles, Bart., M.P.).— The British Empire. 

Crown 8ro, bnckram. y. 6d, 

Dobson (Austin), Worlcs by. 

Thomas Bewick and his Pupils, with 95 Illustrations. S<iunre 8to, doth, y. 6d, 
Four Prenehwomen* With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, fplt top, 6s. 
Bltfhteenth Century Vignettes. In Three Series. Crown 8vo, buckram, fir. each. 
A Paladin of Philanthropy, and other Papers. With a Illu&ts. Cr. &vo, buckram, 6s. 



Dobson (W. T.).— Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 

8to, cloth lunp, aj. 6a. ________^__^____^____^_^_^_^.^_^__ 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post 8ro, illustrated boards, sx. each ; cloth limp, ax. 6d. each. 



Tho Man-Hunter. I Wanted! _ 
Caught at Iiast. I Tracked to Bonm* 
Tracked and Taken. 
Who Poisoned Hetty DnneanT 
Suspicion Aroused. 



A Detective's Triumphs. 
In the Grip of the Law. 
From Information Received. 
Link by Link. | Dark Deoda 
Riddles Read. 



Crowm 8to, cloth extra, y. 6d, each : post 8to, illustrated boards, ax. each ; doth, as. 6d. eadu 
The Man firom Manchester. With 33 Illustrations. 
The Mystery of Jamaica Te rrace. I The C hronicles of Michael Danevitoh. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each. 
The Reeords of Tlneent Trill, of the Detective Service. | Tales of Terror. 
The Adventures of Tyler Tatlook. Private Detective. 
Deacon Brodle ; or. Behind t he Mask. 



Dowling (i^ichard).— Old Corcoran's Money. Crown 8vo. cl., y. 6 d. 
Doyl e (A. Conan).— The Firm of Qirdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl.. 35. 6d. 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 35. 6d, per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, am! a Biographical Memoir by 

William Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cunningham. Three Vols. 
Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. IT., Poems and Minor 

Translations, with an Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE ; Vol. III.. Translations of the Iliad and Odysser. 
Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel Cunningham. One Vol. 
Hassinger's Pla ys. From Giffords Te x t. Edited by C olonel Cunn ing ham. One Vol. 

Dudsrebn (R. E^MTD.).— The Prolongation of Ilifc. Crown Svoi, 

buck mm, y. 6d. 

DuncaiTTSara Jeannette : Mrs. Everard Cotes), Worlcs by. 

Crown 8ro, cloth extra, js. 6d. each. 
A Social Departure. With m Illustrations by F. II. TOWNSP.ND. 
An American Qirl In London. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsbnd. 
The Simple Adventures of a Hemsahih. With 37 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSBND. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each. 
_ A Daughter of To-Day. | Vernon's Aunt. With 47 Ill ustrati ons by Hal Hu rst. 

Diitt (Romesh C.).— Ens:land and India: A Record of "Progress 

duri ng O ne Hu ndr ed Years. Crown 8 vo. cl oth, ar. 

Early English Poets. ^ Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, 

by Ker. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, y. 6dL per Volume. 
Fletcher's (Giles) Complete Poems. One Vol. 
Davles' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Herrick's (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols. 
Bldney^s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Thre e Vols. 

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyr us: A Holiday in Brazil 

and on the Rirer l late. With 4 1 Illustr.-itions. Cro wn 8to. cloth extra, y. 

Edwardes~(Mrs. Annie), Novels by. Post 8vo. iilust. bds., 25. each. 

Archie Lovell. I A Point o f Honour. 

A Plaster SiUnt. Crown 8ro, doth. y. 60, 
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Edwards (l-liezer). -Words, Pacts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 

i!«'! "s •.•.'.'•• • •. •.:.•! "I. t-.'S":'..»-U.i\ M.i!lt'i^. ClM».i|'rr rit:tion. Cn-wn 8vo. cloth, y. &/. 

E|ran I Pierce).- Life in London. With an Introduction by John 

•.'AMM'S M • : . J N. ..:. i .1 < I '. ::r«- 1 rr..nti.j>ifce. Siunll .!«»iny Rvo, cIoth._v. 6J. _^^_^________ 

Eirerton (Rev; ;. C, M. A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 

Wi!:i li.!t • !d f.i II l.y K«'v. l>r. 11. Wai.H, an.l I-"«iiir lliustratjoiis. Crown 8vo, duth extra, s^- 

Kjrgfleston (Edward).— Roxy: A No vel. Post 8vo. illust. boards, is, 
Enfrlisliman (An) in Paris. Notes and Recollections during the 

l\v lin i.l I.- ui-. I'i.tli|>;>4* ais-l '.!.i* I-'iipir««. «'rown fv; rloth, ^t. 6,f. 

Enj^lishman's House, Tlie : A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 

.1 II- u- •*. Iiv ('. J. Kl< II \KMS< >N. ('nliiurnl I-mntiKpicre and S34 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, doth, jr. 6d. 



>:i» 



Ewald (Alex. Cliaries, F.S.A.), Works by. 

The LMe and Times of Prince Charles Stuart. Count of Albany (THB YOUNG PRBTBII- 

I'l i; . U ::h :i r>>r:i.iit. < r--»:i .-\.., i|..!li fxtr.i, 7f. 6.i. 
Stories from the State Papers. Waii A ut < >i >• i » <• 1 • r . mti si »ie c e. Crown 8vo, doth, &f . 

Eyes, Our : How to Proserve Them. By John B rowning. Cr. 8vo, is. 
Familiar Short Sayinj^s of Great Men. By Samuel Arthur Bent, 

A.M. I liili l-.!i:i>-ii, Ki-visi'il .tii-I lMil.irf;c<!. ('r^wn K\-o. doth extra, js. &/. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d. each. 

The Chemical History of a Candle t I.c<turps delivered betom a Juvenile AuiUence. Edited 

l.v Wm.I.IAM Ck- »• "Kl-.-. I-.<"..S. \V;t!i ii:ii»er<>t:s IIIu<;trntion^. 
On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to eaeh other. Edited bv 

Wli.i lAM Cltoi>Ki:s, I'.C.S. Willi lilu <tratiun<;. 

Farrer (J. Anson). — War; Three Essays . Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6eL 
Fenn (G. Manvllle), Novels by. 

(>..«•» i-vo. clotli extra. If. Cf. e.icli : post 8to. illustrated Iwards, as. each. 
The Now Mistress. I Witness to the Deed. I The Tiger Lily. 1 The Whit« Yirgla. 



A Woman Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a Fortune. 
The Case of AilsaGray. 
Commodore Junk. 
Black Blood. 



Crown 8vo, cloth 3s. Ci, each. 

Double Cunning. 
A Fluttered Dovecote. 
King of the Castle. 
The Master of the Cere- 
monies. 



The Story of Antony Oraea 
The Man with a Shadow, 
One Maid's Mischief. 
This Man*s Wife. 
In Jeopardy. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, };ilt top, 6s. each. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three Bits of Paste. 
A Crimson Crime. I Running Amok. 



Fiction. A Catalogue of, with Descriptive Notices and Reviews of 

over NiNK IlUNDRlil) NoVKLS, will he sent free by Messrs. CHA TTO & WiX DUS u pon a p plication . 

Fin- Bee— The Cupboard Papers : Observations on the Art of Living 

and Dininjf. Post 8vo, clotli limp, ax. 6ii. 

JFirework-Making:, The Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist't 

Trc;isury. By THOMAS KKNTISIL With 207 Illustratio ns. C rown Svo, clot h. 3s. 6d. 

JFIrst Book, My. By Walter Besant, Tames Payn, W. Clark Rus- 

SKI.I., GRANT ALI.HN. IIALL CAINF,, GHORGH R. SIMS, RUDYARD KIPLING, A. CONAN DOYLE. 
M. E. HRADDON, F. W. ROBINSON, 11. RiDUR HAGGARD. R. M. IJALLANTYNE, I. ZANGWILl! 
MoKLKY ROKERTS, D. CHRISTXK Ml'RRAY, MARY CORELLI. J. K. JRROMR. JOHN STRANGB 
WINTKR, HRET 11 ARTE, ' ij.,' RonERT HUCHANAN, and R. L. STEVENSON. With a Prefatory Story 
by J E RO M R K. J E ROM E , and 185 Illustrations. A New Edition. Small demy Svo, art linen, 3f. 6d . 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 

Little Essays: Pass.is:es from the Letters of Cn.\RLES LAME. Post Svo, doth, 2X. 6rf. 
Fatal Zero. Crown Uvo, cloth extra, v> 6,i. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 



Bella Donna. 
Polly. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, sj. each. 
The Lady of Brantome. I The Second Mrs. TillotsoB. 
Never Forgotten^. [^Beventy-flve Brooke Street. 



Sir Henr y Irvi ng : Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrai t. Crown Svo, doth, if. 6 rf. 

JFlammarion (Camille), Works by. " 

Popular Astronomy t A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by J. ELLAKD GORB. 

I'.R.A.S. With Thrte Plates and 288 Illustrations. Medium Svo, cloth, xox. 6rf, 
Ura nia I A Roman c e. With 87 Illustrations. Crown Svo , cloth extra, ss. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Chnst's Victorie in 

Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth. Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes bv 
Rcr, A, B, CROSART, D.D. Qxoym 9vo, c\ott\ boaxds, y. erf, ^ 
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Forbes (Archibald).— The Life of Napoleon III. With Photc 

grarun Frontispiece and Thirty-six full-page Illustrations. Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, doth, 6s, 

Prancillon (R. E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8ro, Illustrated boards, si. each. 
One by One. I A Real Qoeen. | A Dotf and hla Shadow. 

Bopos of Band. Wustrated. ____________^____ 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Qaean Cophataa. | Olympla. | Romances of the l^aw. I King or Knavo? 

Jaek Doyle's Daughter. Crown 8vo, doth, 3s. 6d. 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6^. each ; 

iUustrated boards, as. eacii. 

Seth's Brothegs Wife. | The Lawton Otyl. 

French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three 

Vols., demy 8vo, doth boards, 221. 6d, 

Fry*s (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities, 1 900-1 • 

Edited by JOHN LANE. Published Annually. Crown 8to. cloth, xj. 6d. 

Gardening Books. Post 8vo, 15. each ; cloth limp. 15. 6d. each. 

A Tear's Work In Garden and Greenhouse. By George Glenny. 
Household Horticulture. By Tom and Jane Ierkold. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By Tom Jekrold. 



Gardner (Mrs. Alan).— Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Being 

the Narrative of a Winter's TraTel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous Illustrations by the 
Author and F. H. TOWNSEND. Demy 4to, half-bound, ais. 

Gaulot (Paul).— The Red Shirts: A Tale of "The Terror." Trans- 

lated by JOHN DB VILLIERS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8to, doth, y. 6d. 

Gentleman's Magazine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Artides upon Literature. Sdcnce. Biography, and Art. and * Table Talk * by SYLVANUS URBAN. 
%* Bound Volutnes/or recent years kept in stocJkt 8x. 6d. each. Cases/or bistdinz, as. each. 

Gentleman's Annual, The. Published Annually in November. 15. 
German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and 2a Sted Plates after 
George CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, doth. 6r. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7s. 6J, 



Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6^. ea.; post 8vo, bds., 25. ea. 

Sohln Gray, with Frontispiece. I Lovlntf a Dream. | The Braes of Tarrow. 

Tha Golden Bhaft. With Frontispiece. | Of High Degree. 



The Flower of the Forest. 
The Dead Heart. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What Will the World Bay 7 
For the King. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, sj. each. 

A Hard Knot. 

JIueen of the Meadow, 
n Pastures Green. 
In Love and War. 
A Heart's Problem. 



By Mead and Stream. 

Fancy Free. 

In Honour Bound* 

Heart's Delight. 

Blood-Money. 



Oibney (5omervllle).— Sentenced I Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. 6^. 
Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 25. 6d, each. 

The First Series contains : The Wicked World— Pygmalion and Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 

The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 
The Si'.COND Series : Broken Hearts— Hn{ra?cd— Sweethearts— Grctchen—Dani Dmce— Tom Cobb 

— H.M.S. • Pinafore'— The Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 
The Third Series: Comedy and TruL'cdy— Fomrcrty's Fairy— Roscncrantz and Gulldenstcm— 

Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Kuddigorc— The Yeomen of the Guard'-»Tbo GondoUers— 
C The Mountebanks— Utopia. /" 

Bight Original Comlo Operas written by W. S. Gilbert. In Two Series. ^ Demy 8ro, doth, 

ax. 6.;^ each. The FIRST containing' : The Sorcerer— H.M.S. ' Pbiafore '—The Piratesoi Penzance— 

lolanthe— Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury. 
The SECOND SERIES containing: The Gondoliers— The Grand Duke— The Yeomen of the Guard— 

His Excellency- Utopia. Luuitcd— Ruddi)fore— The Mountebanks— Haste to the Wedding. 
Tha Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Bookt Quotations for Every Day In the Year, selected 

from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. SULLIVAN. Compiled tf ALBX, WATSOIU 

Royal x6uo, Japanese leather, ar. 6/1, 
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Clllbert (William). — James Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo, 
Cli5.«injr (Alfccrnon).— A Secret of the North 5ea. Crown Svo, 

• t. :h. .;tU {••f. An. - 

Cllanvillc (Hrnest), Novels by. 

Cr.iwn ■'v ; • httU rxtt*, jr. ftt. each ; post Itvn. tnustrateil Ixianls. ax. each. 
Th« LoM fl«lr«ss t A 'I Ar of I.ovc. llattie, .in I AilTcnture. With Twu lilustrations \iy H. NlSBBT* 
Th« Fossloksr : A Koiimh r -.f Mavlfiii.t: mil. W itli I wo Illustrations by IIUMB NlSltUT. 
A Fair Colonist. With .1 1 i.i.:i%i-:c.e !•>■ si ani.kv \v<mi). 

Th« Cold«n Rock. With .1 Ir-mi ; i> v !•>• S 1 ANi.hV Wonn. Crown Rvo, cloth extra, jr. 6J, 
Kloof Yarns. • i>i»nr.*.i «l-iri, 1 .• 1 

Taiss from thtt Veld. W :>i t wf:*i* li:.ibtr.iti<m«l>r M Nl*>ni:r. Crown 8ro, cloth, y. 6i. 
Max Thornton. With k Illu>tr.itiims by J. h. CKoMiMwN. K.I. l^t^m cr«wn 8vOb dots, c9t 

t -p. '1. 

Cllenny (Cieori(e).--A Year'5 Work in Oarden and Greenhouse: 

ri.i< lua: A-iti' e.i% tuthf Manatrriiiviit ■•ftiii' I-l.-wrr. Fruit, aiul Fiani* 1 ..tr>lvn. Post bvo. ts. ; cloth, u.6d. 

Ciodwin (William)^.j- Lives of the Necromancers . Post 8v o. c l.. 21. 
(iolden Treasury of Thou8:ht, Tlie: A Dictionary of Quotations 

_ fr.iin thw' Ilesl Authors. By Tlll-.i •:» 'i:!" I AYX.« "K. Crown *'to, clot:i. 3*. 6./. 

Goodman (E. J.).— The l^ate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 35. 6d, 
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, descril^ed from Antique 

Monuments. By l-'KS^l (fCHl. .ml W. KnNhR. HilitcJ by Dr. I-. HUKFFKR. With 545 lUtutis* 
ti«ms. I..<iri;e cn-wn H»o, cloth citr.t. -*. &./. 

Grey (Sir Georsre),— The Romance of a Proconsul: Being the 

1'rrv.fi.il Life anil Memoirs of .Sir (:kok<;h Gkhy, K.C.U. ByjAUSS MiLNfi. With Portrait. SRCONO 

I'.IUTHiN. Crown Mvn. buckram. '^r. 

Griffith (Cecil). --Corinthia Marazlon : A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, ^t. 6st. ^^^_____________ 

Gunter (A. Claverinj^, Author of * Mr. Barnes of New York*).— 

A Florida Bnohantment. Cr.mn Rv.j. doth, 3r. W. 

Habberton (John, Author of ' Helenas Babies '), Novels by. 

Pust 8vo, cluth liniii, as. M. each. 
Bmeton's Bayou. I Country Luck; 



Hair, The : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 
lated from the (German of Dr. J. Pinc'T'S. Crown 8v«i, is. ; cloth, is. (t.i. 



Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. each. 

M«w Bymbolt. | Itotfonds of the Morrow. | The Berpent Play. 
Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra. Rr. 



Halifax (C.).— Dr. Rumsey*s Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Meadb and 

Clifford Halifax. M.D. C rown evn. cU>th. y. k^i. _ 

Hail (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

Illustrations on Steel ami Wood by MACLISB. GiLUKKT, IlARVKY. and GuuKCB CRL'IKSIIANK. 
Small demy 8vo. cluth extra, -js. 6d. 

Hall (Owen), Novels by. Crown Bvo, cloth, 35. 6d, each. 

The Traek of a Storm. | Jetaaxn. 

Bnreka . Cro wn 8 to, cloth, gilt top. 6s. _«__«_««. 

Haiiiday (Andrew).— Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, boards, 2j^ 



Hamilton (Cosmo).— Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 35. dd. each. 

The Qlamon r of the Impoeslble. I T hrough a Keyhole. ^ 

Handwritinic, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 

Kxplan.ntory Text. liy Dow FF. LIX I>H SALAMANCA. Post 8to. half-doth, as. M. 

Hanky-Panky: Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic. Sleight of 

IlMi^&c._Editetl by W. H. CKEMRR. Wi th aoo IDustrati ons. Cro wn Rto. cloth extra. 4J. &/. 

Hardy (Iz a Duffu s).— The Lesser E vil. Crow n 8vo, cloth , gt. top, 6f. 
Hardy (Thomas).— Under the Greenwood free. Post 8vo, cloth 

tMU*, y. 6d. ; illustrated boards, «s. *, rk^^un^i ^*« ^ 
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HartCs (Sret) Collected Works. Revised by the Anihor. LIBRARV 
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Hawels (Mrs. H. R.], Books by. 

Tha Art al IMflarKllOB. Wuh ColDumd Frontbp^cv 
Tlia Art at Draaa. With -a IIIu«tpiiiDnt, Pon Btof v. 
chauaar rar Sahooik with tte Storr of ><" Ttma 
Whh a Fnntlviitera. Uny Bto. dotb. ». 



Hawels (Rev. H. R., M. A.).— American Humorists; Washcngtoh 



Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Oartii. I 'aiiiaa guautlB. '] B> 



Heckethorn (C. W.), Books by. 



Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Post Svo, cloth limp, at. 6d. each. 



Henders on (I saac). — Agatha Page ! A Novul. Cr. i 
Benty (Q. A.), Novel's by. 

BlIlnb,tbaJii((1*T., WitK ];Mi<Jlluitnt>onibTSTAHLBTU WUOD. SnuO i 



Herma n (Henr>-) A Leading L«dy.__Post 8vo. dniii. m.M. 

Herrlck's (Robert) flesperi'des. Noble Numbers, and Complete 
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Hertzka (Dr. Tlicodor).- -Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 
llesse-Warteicfr (Chevalier Rrnst von).— Tunis: The Land and 
II ill (Meadon). Zambra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. (kf.; 
Hill (John), Works hv. ^ 

TrAason-Felony. r -t >■•. >. T..> n,,. vr. | The Common Ancestor. Cr. »▼&, X"th. y.6rf. 

Hoey (Mrs. Cashel). — Tlie Lover's Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 



Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. 1*. Siioll, Sir H. Maxwell, 

r..r:.. M r.. I. .JIN WAIS..S. Jam- isaii-'W, maky l.i'VhiT(*AMi-koN, jrsTiN n. McCarthy, 

!>' i I \N .»•. J. W. i.K \ilAM, J. 11. S\I 111:. riKllil-. AI.LI:N, S. J. IM-ICICUTT. L. KlVKKS ViNB, 
..:.! •". I-. I, '} !• ..N I l'>!.*!INt;. Iimwm : v. • I>:!i. i t. ft.i . 

Hollingshead (John).— According to My Lights. With a Portrait. 

«'r -MH v«., 1 1 ''h. yilt t<>p. 6f. 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Ttible. Il!:s .tr.ucl hy J. Gordon' Thomsom. Post 8vo. doth 

liisy, .'». '*.'. Aii--tlicr l-.<liti-'P.. i-- .J **«•, • ;..:!i. -.m. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table an 1 The Professor at the Breakfast-Tsbls. 

In I MSf V. I. r.ist 1V'>, h il: loMir.I. :• : 

Hood*s (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 

tlif A<itli<-r. r.>rlr lit. anil a*- nin<>trat:<>ns. <"r<iwn Rvo, cl«»th. ^.f. f>-i. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Wiihjt4jlhisir.iti«ins^l'V.M hv«>. h.iliMwuml. ax. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi- 

( r -n^ .\<lv<-nt'.:r(>-. r>nns Mots. Tuns, and Ho.-ixc!>. With Liiu of the Author, Portraits, I*acsuniles and 
ri.si''tr..t'. :.•*. <r.>»n »*»«•, tUith cxtr i, 7.T. Cf. 

Hooper (Mrs. Geo.).— The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, 25, 



Hopkins (Tighe), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 65. each. 

Nell HafTenden. With 8 lUustr.uions by C. CKEcriRY. | For Freedom. 



Crown ovo. cloth. 3r. 6tt. each. 

ha I-r.-niispiecc. I The I 

The Nugents of Garriconna. 



'Twlxt Love and Duty, witii a Fn-mispiecc. ] _ The Incomplete Adyentarev. 



Horne (R. Hengist). — Orion : An Epic Poem. With Photograph 

IViftrait liy Sl'MMI-KS. Tenth Fdition. Crown 8to. cloth extra, js. 

Hugo (Victor).— The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d'Islande). Trans- 

lati'il by Sir ClLHRRT CaMPKKLL. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6«/. 

Hume (Fergus), Novels by. 

The Lady from Mo'where. Crown 8vo, cloth, v- 6d. 

The Milliona ire M ystery. Crow n 8vo, c loth, jfilt top. 6s. [Skcrtly, 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of • Molly Bawn '), Novels by. 

roi>t 8vo, illustrated Iwiards. 2J. each : cloth limp, as. (td. each. 
Marvel. I A Modern Circe. I Lady Patty* 

In Durance Vile. 1 An Unsatisfactory Lover. j 

Crown 8vc, cloth extra, jt. 6rf. each : iwst Rvo, illustrated boards, ar. each ; cloth limp, ar. ftd. each. 



A Maiden All Forlorn. | Lady Yerner's Flif^ht. 
April's Lady. I The Red-House Mystery. 

Peter's Wife* I The Professor's Experiment. 



The Three Graces. 

Nora Crelna. 

A Mental Btrngglo* 



Crown 8vo, duth extra, v. 6./. each. 
An Anxious Moment. I A Point of Conscienos. 

The Coming of Chloe. I Lovice. 



Hunt's (Leigh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 

by lil)MlNl> Ol-LIER. Post 8vo, half-bound, ^s. _____-«_^____ 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

Crown 8\'o, cloth extra, 3X. &/. each : post 8vo. illustrated boards, u . each. 
The Leaden Casket. ^ I Self-Condemned. | That Other Person. 

Mrs. Juliet. Crown 8to, cfoth extra, y. 6d. 



Hutchison (W. M.).— Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Illustra- 

t ions. Cr own 8 vo, cloth extra, y. &/. 

Hydrophobia, l An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique (^ 

its Method, and Statistics. By Rem a\ 31) S\37.oi^. ^\.^. Ct -t-wn 8v o» cloth extr a, 6s^ 
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Impressions (The) of Aureole. Post 8vo, blush-rose paper and 

cloth, as. 6d. 

Indoor Paupers..' By One of Them. Crown 8vo, 15. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual. 

By J. Trevor-DAVIES. a New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, ax. ^ 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 

Perceval Graves. Post 8vo. cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Vears at the Lyceum. 

By PERCY Fitzgerald. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. cloth, if. 6d. 

James (C. T. C). — A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post 

8vo, cloth limp, u. 6d. 

Jameson (William). —My Dead Self. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6i. 

Japp (Alex. H., LL. P.). —Dramatic Pictures, &c, Cr. 8vo, cloth, y. 
Jefferies (Richard), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 6d. each. 

Mature neav London. I The Life of the Fields. | The Open Air. 

%* Also the IIAND-UADE PAPER EDITION, crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each. 

The Bolo^ of Rlehard Jefferies. By Sir Walter Besant. With a Photocraph Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 

Ooriosities of Gritielnn. Post 8vo, doth limp, as. &/. 

Iiord Tennyon t A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth, if. 6rf. 

Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 

Btatfeland* With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4to, picture cover, ts. 
John In^erfleld, &c With 9 Illusts. by A. S. Boyd and John Gulich. Fcap. Bvo, pic, c ov. is .6d. 

Jerrold (Douglas).— The Barber's Chair; and The Hedgehog 

Letters* Post Bvo, printed on laid pa per and half-bound, as. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, is. ea. ; cloth limp, is. 6^. each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

Honeehold Horticalture : A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Jesse (Edward).— Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life, 

Post Bvo, cloth limp, as. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

Flntfer-Rlng Lore t Historical. Legendary, and Anecdotal With Hundreds of Illustrations. 



CredalitieSt Past SAd Present. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners, Talismans, Word and 

" _ ' " igofi 

Crowns and Coronations t A History of Regalia. With 91 Illustrations. 



Letter Divination, Exorcising^ and Blessing of Animals, Birds, Hkks, Luck, &c. With Frontispiece. 



Jonson's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 

a BioGrraphical Memoir by William Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cunningham. Three Vols, 
c rown Bvo , cloth extra, y. 6d. e ach. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 

tainme ' The Antiquities of the Jews' and 'The Wars of the Jews.' With 53 Illustrations and Maps. 
Two Vols., demy Bvo, half-cloth, xas. 6d. 

Kempt (Robert).— Pencil and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists. 

Post Bto, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 

Sketc he s. Post Bvo. illustrated boards, as. ; cloth, as. 6d. 

Kins; (R. Ashe), Novels by. 

^ Pust Bvo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

* The Wearing of the Oreen.' | Passion's Slave. I Bell Barry. 

A Drawn Game* Crown Bvo, cloth, 3X. &/. ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, as. * 



Kiplins: Primer (A), Including Biographical and Critical Chapters, 

an Index to Mr. Kipling's principal Writings, and Biblioj^raphies. By F. L. Knowlbs, Editor oi 
• The Golden Treasury of American Lyrics.' With Two I'ortraits. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3J. &/. 



Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). — The 

Patlent*S Yade Mecum t How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr. Bvo, cloth, if. 6d, 

Knights (The) of the Lion: A Romatvce ol vVv^T\i\^^«c^^^«QI^x>at^, 

EiUtcdt with an Introduction, by tixo M/iRQ\3tSS 0¥ "Uo^MS^YLTK. txwt^V5Q,'^Q^«M«^<«^ 
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|jimb*5 (Charles) Complete Works in I'rdstj and Verse, including 

■ |>. •••rv I- r I i . ■•• -I ■■ : ' Vf— •• I • •:-. ' I* liU* '.. nitii N >V\ aSKi llitrixlm tinli. by K. II. SlII'.P- 
III » :• W itli 1 «• r -iti.iif. .> • ; I 'I . .if ••! ih«> ' I-'...iv •••! K<>.ist I'l.;-' Crown ctvo. cloth. 3*. td. 

Th« Ebsaya of riia. I -i • . ; 1 ••'•■ '• n > ■; i 1 .i|>fi .la ! h..li t->i.:i-l. sr. 

LUilA Ksaaya : ?•••• ' '••• •■• '. ■ •• ■ •• :•-: !•-• <> ii.'xnI.i. > I.ami-, sc!i«.tv 1 (r<.iin his letters by TKRCY 
I II.' .1 K VI I • I •■%•...•••..•;•.. ' .'. 

Tha bramailc Eiisays uf Charlus Lamb. W iih Intr<K'.i:< ti<^nan>I Notes by BRANDI'.R MAT* 

III! W •. .\!' •.*»»!•,. I . •■ I'- :M II* I ..} *\-.. Ii !• : -.iKi I. -T. u^ ^ 

l^mbert((ieorKe). -I he President of Uoravia* i.rown bvb.cl.,3s.bi<. 
Landor (Walter Savage). Citation and Examination of William 

.sh ik ., <'.ii«*. fit. I«l. !•• .Sir I :■ ::.!•. l.:i- v. t« ••• i..!i : liiMT-.tnlimr, i /h .Sfptt-ailMT, is^^. Ti» which 
I . . :•■ i. A Contarenco of llaster Edmund Spenser wuh the l--iil of h.«-cx, louchini; the 
V. i«f i>l Ik i.iiil. lyr. I • 'i* •*•», >. ill K •»! i.i.,:.«*, vt. • ;. 

Lane (l:dward William).- The Thousand and Oiie Niichts, coin- 

I-.. • h . '.' I m I -..-'..1. 1 The Arabian Nights* Entertainments. Ti .n ; .m-.I tr<.ii> iiw Ar.-tliic, 
u'f. *. •••% li'-;-.lf.i'«' I w.iii II. iiiv • •:•. !••• 1 1 ivr «•.•!•:% If... -li •f^ii'iis l.y II.M.\ I V. I-. liU* I by iM'WAkD 
•• , \« . : , p III \\:»!, Tnf. ,• I \ :^l.\'<'. I V I.-XS:- l'-* •! I-. 'I lire; V.ijv.^fiiiy :-vo. t inth. 7 i. Ui. ea. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by. 

Anecdotes of the Clartfy. r< st t\ .. 1.1! I pmht, h -.IM" in:>1, ar. 

1*4 -at ciVo. c'luth '.i:u)i. 2S. '•./. (■ ti h. 
Forensib Anecdotes. ! Theatrlen.1 Aneedotss« 



Lehmann {li. C), Works by. I'ust 8vo, cloiti, is. OU, each. 

Harry Fludyer at Cambridge. 

Conversational Hints for Young Shooters: A ('Uilo to PwliteT.rik. _ 

Lei](h (Henry S.).— Carols of Cockayne, i'rinted on hand-made 

I'i|'«T. l">".ii I III I'M. kr nil. rr. 

Leiand (C. Ciodfrey)".— A" Manual "of Mending and Repairing 

With I>i.i;.r.ui.s. « r. wii . \»'. i i lli. rr. 

Lepclletier (lidmond). — Madame Sans-(iene. TraiJbhitcd frum 

th«* I'frii. h I'V Jull*.' I I V:i l.:j.l:>. V: .1 '•.••«, » '<.V.\. :".-, '..'. : j> -f.jrc It-'.-inN, 'jr. 

Leys (John K.), Novels by. 

The Lindsays. r« -t • v. 1 !• tiiri> l»Mr.ls. sr. 

A Sore Temptation. « f-vin ^ vo. i inih. j^ilt top. Cs. 

Lilburn (Adam).- A Trajcedy in Marble. (?rown hvo. cToth.~35r6ir 
Lindsay (Harry, Author of * Methodist Idylls'), Novels by. 

Crown bvo, cl.ili, y. t-.i. each. 
Rhoda Roberts. 
The Jacobite: A K:.iiianrf I f the Cimspir.icy cf 'Tin? I'l.rty.' 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 

An Octave of Friends. Vr wn v.». .'•■!!•. . ^r. f»/ 

i"ri.«:i '•X.I, iloth oxlr.i, 3^, ux. f.icli ; p-o«t • •. •. tll'i--tr:ito(l hoard*, 3*. ench. 



Under which Lord ? With la inu<;tr.itinn«. 
* My Love! ' 1 Sowing the Wind. 
Fasten Carow, Mi'ii.miurf ;:itil .Miswr. 
Dulcfc Eirerton. j With a Silken Thread. 



Patricia Kemball. 1 lone. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. With r.> lllu^ts. 
The One Too Many. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

I'wjt b\o, tloth l::iiji, :•,. '.:'. ivHh. 
Witch Stories. | OurBelveo: Es<m\}-s on Women. 

Froeshootlng ; r.x'r.icts frosr. the Works «.f_Mrs. I-Y.n.n I.i.n ; « ».n'. 

Lowe (Charles, M.A.).— Our~Greatest Living Soldiers. With 

8 Portr.-iits. Crown fvo, rl.i;!i, 31. f.f. 

Lucy (Henry W.).— Cildeoh Fleyce: A Novel. Crown avo, doth 

extr.-i, v. f>.f. ; |n»st Pvo, i'lu^tr.-iti* 1 h«<.nr-!s, 2s. 

Macalplne (Avery), Novels by. 

Teresa Itasca. (*rown hvo. cloth extra, ts. 

Broken Wings. >\itli .six Uhistrations by \V^J. IlKN.SRSSY. Crown 8vo. c loth extra, 6s. 

MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. 

Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. I'oi^t 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 
— hlf 



Ednor WhltlOCk. Crown K\o, cluth extm. 6r. 



Macdonell (Agnes) . —Q uaker Cousins. Pest bvo, boar^ls,_2s. 

MacQregbr (Robert).— Pastimes aiid JPIayers: Notes on Popular 

Games. I'ost 8v<>. clot h lim p, es. 6 /. 

Mackay (CharlesT" LL. IX)7^^1nterludes and Undertones; or, 

MiKic at Twi litfht. f'niw n Rvo. clotli extra f.f. 

Mackehna (Stephen J.)~~and~J. Augu~sttrs O'Shea.— Hravc'MeTi 

In Action S Thrili'n-; St«»rics of t\\c IitVt\is\\ T\v». \V\\\\ % lUusttatlon*- by .SVA.\Li:V L. Wouil. 
Sm.iU demy 8yo, clilh, aW: Cl'.gc^, SJ. 



CHATTO 4 WINDUS, PuMlahera, m St. Martlfl'i Laac, Lcndoii, W.C, iS 
McCarthy (Justin), Works by. 

JL History of Oar Own Times* from the Accesdon of Queen Vktoria to the General Election of 

s88o. Library Edition. Four Vols., demjr 8to, cloth extra, xu. each.— Aho a POPULAR 
^ # Edition, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6r. each.— And the JUIULRU EDITION, with aa 

Appendix of Events to the end of x886. in Two Vols., lan^e crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. each. 
JL History of Oar Own Times, from 1880 to tho IMamond Jubilea Uemy 8to, cloth extra, 

xaf. ; or crown 8to, cloth, tt. 
JL Short History of Our Own Times. One VoL. crown 8vo, dcth extn. 6r.— Also a CHEAP 

Popular Editio.n. post 8vo, cloth limp. aj. 6./. 
JL History of the Four Georges and of William the Fourth. By Justin McCarthy 

and JUSTIN HUNTLY .MCCARTHY. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, xax. each. 
Remlnisoenoes. With a Portra it. Two Vo ls., demy 8to. cloth. 94T. (Vols. III. & IV. shori^ . 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, v. 6ff. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, af. each ; dotli limp. ax. 6</. each. 



The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. I Linley Roohford. 

Dear Lady Disdain. I Tho Diotator. 

■iss Misanthrope. With is illustrati ons. 



Donna Quixote. With is Illustrations. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations. 

Camiolat A Girl with a Fortune. 

Red Diamonds. | The Riddle Ring. 



The Three Disgraces* and other Sturios._Crowii 8vo, clolh. 3r. 6d. 
Mononiat A Love Story of " Forty-eififht.'' Crown 8to, cloth, gilt top, 6r. 

*The Right Honourable.* By Justin McCarthy and Mrs. Campbrll Prabo. Crown Bvo, 
cloth extra, tx. 

McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by. 

The Freneh Revolution. (Constituent AssemMy, z789-9x). Four VoL<i., demy Bro, cloth, isf . each. 

An Outline of the History of Ireland. Crown bko, is. : cloth, is. &/. 

Ireland Sinee the Union l Ske tches of I ri sh History , X79R-X886. Crown 8ro. cloth, ifc 

Haflx In London t Poems. Small 8vo, gol jd o th, y. 6.^. 

Our Sensation Novel. Crown 8To7picttire cover, u. ; cloth limp, is. 6A 
Doom I An Atlantic lipisode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. 
Dolly t A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. ; cloth limp, ts. 6rf. 
Lily Iiass x A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover, i^. ; cloth limp, ts. 6d, 
A London Legend. Crown 8vo, doth, y. 6./. 
The Roy al Christop her. C r own 8vo, clo t h, gx. 6d. 

MacDoiiaid (Oeorgfe, LL.D.), Books by. 

Works of Panoy and Imagination. Ten Vols., x6ino. cloth. rIU ed^es, in doth case, au. ; ur 

the Volumes may In: had separatuly. in Grolier cloth, at zs. 6./. each. 
Vol. I. WITHIN ano Without.— Thh Hiddhn Lifk. 

^ II. THK DI.SCIPLR.— THK (".OSl'HI, WOMIiN.— BOOK OF SONNUTS.—ORGAN SONGS. 

M III. Violin Songs.— son(;s of tiw. days and Nigh i-s. -A Hook oh Drbams.— Roadsidh 

l*OKMS.— PORMS FOR CHILOKHN. 

M rv. Parablks.— Ballads.— SCOTCH SONGS. 

» V. & VI. PHANTASTHS : A Faerie Uoniance. I Vol. VII. THE PORTKNT. 

„ VIII. TiiR Light puinckss.— Tim Giant's Hhart.— shadows. 

„ IX. CROS.S PURI»OSKS.— THK COLPKN KKV.— THK CARASOVN.— I.ITTLII DAYLIGHT. 

M X. THH Cruf.l Pain ruu.- Thf. Wow o" rivven.— The Castlk.— Thh Brokbn swords. 
—THH Gray wolf.— Unclf. Cornklius. 

Foetioal Works of George HaoDonald. 'Collected and Arranifcd by the Author. Two Vols. 

crown 8vo. iMickram, x-js. 
A Threefold Cord. Edited by Ghor gh Ma cDo nald. Pos t 8vo, ck>th, $f. 

Phantastes : A Faerie Romance. With 33 Illustrations by J. BF.LL. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6J. 
Heather and Snow 1 A Novel Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6./. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 
Lllltht A Romance. SKCOND Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 



Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 
ters t ftS Portraits by Danikl Maclisu *. with Memoirs— Diocraphical. Critical. Blblioimpliical, 
and Anecdotal— illustrative of the Litenituro of the former half of the Present Century, by WILLIAM 

Bates, B. A. _Cxown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Macquoid (Mrs.)* Works by^ Square 8vo, cloth extra, 65. each. 

In the Ardennes. With co lUu<;trAtions by Thomas R. Macouoid. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany, y lllusts. by T. R. MACQUOin, 

Through Normandy. Witli vi Illustrations liy T. R. Macquoid. and a Map. 

Through Brittany. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. MaCQUoid, and a Mao. 

Ahout Yorhshlre. Withe? Illustra tio ns by T. R. Macquoid. 

Masficlan's Own Book, Tfie: Performances with E^gs, Hats, &c. 

Edited by W. I I. C rem rr. With aoo Illust rations. Crown 8to, clot h extra, As^M^ 

Ma^ic Lantern, The, and its Management : inciuding full Practical 

Directions. Dy T._C.2lH.P\voRTH._\Vith xo Illustr ations. Crown 8vo, \s. ; doth, ts.6d. 

Majrna Charta : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in \he British 

Museu m. 3 fe et by^ fect.wth Ann s and S e.il s em blajmned in Gold and Colours, y, .^ 

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d'Arthur: "The "Stories of King 

Arthur ancr uf the Kni>:hts nf the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTCOMKRIR RAN* 
KiNc;. I'list Kvii. cloth limn. 2t. 



Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 

The New Republle. Tost Rvo, doth, ■\t. 6d.x picture boards, sj. 

The Hew Paul and Virgini a t I'ositi>isin on an Island. I'ost 8to, cloth, ax. 6A 

Poems. Small 4to. parchment. Rr. 

Is Life Worth Uvlng? Crown 8to. cloth extra. 6f. 



i6 CHATTO & WINDIIS. Publishers, ill 5t. Martin's Lane, London, W.C 
MarKUcritte (Paul and Victor).— The Disaster. Translated by 

Marlowe's Works. ' liu:lu(lin>{ his Tran'-.l.itions. Edited, \vith Notes 
Massin};er*5 Plays. From the Text of William Giffokd. Edited 
Mathams (Walter, P. R.Q. 5.). — Comrades AH. Fcp. 8vo, cloth 
Matthews (Brander).— A Secret'of tfi'e Sea, «S:c. Post 8vo, illus- 

Max O'Rcll.— Her Royal Highness Woma n. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 35.6^. 
Meade (L. T.), Novels by. 

A Soldier of Fortune. I'fwn ■'v*. « l'»t'>. \f. 6c/^por.t «vn, illustrated boards, as. 

K. touit i-v>, ( loth, V. ui. each. 

The Voice of the Charmer. Wuii k lUuMratiuns. 

In an Iron Grip. | On the Brink of a Chaem. | A Bon of Ishmael. 

The Siren. I The Way of a Woman. | An Advenloresa. 

Dr. Rumsey's Patient. i:y I.. T. mrapu and Ci.ikf<>ki> Halifax, M.I). 

The Blue Diamond. Crown rvt, < Inth. in't top. 6j.' 

This Troublesome World. .sr»«»ni) 1'DITH>n. Cmwn Pvo. tlnth, jpilt top, fir. 



Merivale (Herman^.— Bar, Stage, and Platform: Autobiographic 

M«'i8'."ii»--.. l><'ir.y '•vo. (I..th, lac. [SAop tijf 

Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. 

The Man who was Good. Pu^t 9vn, piLturc IxinrU, sx. 

Crown 8vo, vl'Hh, 3r. ' f. each. 
This Btatfe of Fools. I Cynthia: A Dauarhter ofthe PliUUtlnes. 



Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. Iv. SWiiliT and J. Akm. iV KNi >X. \\'ith s'.?. H'.iKtrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7S._6ti. 

Mlddlemass (Jean), Novels by. l^ost 8vo, illust. boards, 25. each. 

Touch and Go. I Mr. Dorilllon. 



Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).— Physiology for the Young; or, The 

H>>u<ie of Life. With Riiincrous llliiMiati"ns. Test 8vo. cloth limp. ss. 6d. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth, 15. 6d, each. 

The Hytfiene of the Skin. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Paths, Wines, &c. 

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. 

The Laws of lilfe, and their Relation to Diseases of the Skin. 



Minto (Wm.).— Was She Good or B ad ? Crown S vo, cloth, is, 6d, 
Mitchell (Hdiihundjl^The Lone Star Rush. With 8 Illustrations 

by Norman II. Hardy. Crown Svo. dotli. gilt top, 6x. 

Mltford (Bertram), NoVels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6rf. each. 

— - ■ - ■ - - - - - - -700D. 




Renshaw Fanning*s Quest. With a Frontispiece by .Stanley I.. Wood 



Molesworth (Mrs.).— Hathercourt Rectory. Post Svo, illustrated 

b o.trds, QS. ^___ 

Moiiicfieff (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 

With Seven Htchinps by JOIIS PETTIH, W. Q. ORCHARDSO.S, J. MACWHIRTER, COLIN HUNTER, 
R. M.^Ci.KTH andTOM Graham. Imperial 4to, buckram, 2i.r. 

Montagu (Irving).— Things I Have Seen in War. With 16 full- 

pajjc Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. _ 

Moore (Thomas), Works by. 

The Epicurean ; and Alciphron. Post Svo, half-bound, 3J. 

Prose and Verse; including; .Suppressed Pa.s:>n(res from the MEMOIRS OP LORD BYRON. Edited 
by R. II. SUKPIlftRD. With P ortrait . C rown Bvo. cl oth extra, js. 6d. 

Morrow" (W. C.).— Bohemian Paris of To-DaiyT^With 106 Illustra- 

tlons by Edou ard CircUE L. Small de my Svo, cloth, gilt top. 6s. 

Muddbck (7 E.), Stories by. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, or. 6d. each. 
Hald Harlan and Robin Hood. With is Illustrations by Stanley WooA 
Basils the Jester. With Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. 
Tountf Loehinvar. I The Go lden Idol. 

*' Post 8to, illustrated boartis, sr. each. 

The Dead Man*s Secret. j From the Bosom of the Oeept 

Btorlea Weird and Wonderful* Post 8vo, illustrated boards, os. ; cloth, ax. 6d, 



CHATTO & WlNDUd. PublUhers, til St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 17 
Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8to, illustrated boards, ax. ench. 

Bob Martin's liiUla Olvl. 
Time's Revenges* 
A Wasted Grinf > 
In Direst Peril* .^ 
Mount Despair* ' 
A Capful o'^MaUs. 



A Life's Atonement. 

Josepli's Goat* la Illusts. 

Coals of Fire. 3 Illusts. 

Val Strange* 

Hearts* 

The Way of tlie World* 



A Model Father* 
Old Blazer's Hero. 
Cynic Fortune. Frontisp. 
By tlie Gate of tlie Sea* 
A Bit of Human Nature* 
First Person Singular* 

The Making of a Movelist t An Experiment in Autobiography. With a Collotype Portrait Cr 

8to, buckram, y. 6d. 
My Contemporaries In Fict ion. Crown 8yo, buckram, y . 6A 

■ Crown Sto, cloth, y. 6d. each. 

This Little World. | A Race for MiUions. 

Tales in Prose and Yerse. With Frontispiece by Arthu r Hopkins. 

The Church of Humanity. Crown Bvo, cloth, gilt toR 6s. 

Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3;. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
One Traveller Returns* I The Bishops' Bible. 
Paul Jones's Alias, &c. With Illustrations by A. Forestier and G. NicoLET. 

Murray (Henry), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, doth, at. 6d. each. 
A Game of Blnlf* I A Bong of Sixpence* 



Newbolt (H.).-— Taken from the Enemy. Post 8vo, leatherette, is. 
Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

* Ball Up.* Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post 8vo, illustrate d boar ds , ss. 

Lessons in Art. With ai Illustrations. " Crown 8yo. cloth extra, as. 6d. 

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

Bicture boards, as. each. 
iaint Ann's. 
Billy Bellev. With a Frontispi ece by F. H. TOWNSEND. 

Miss Wentworth's Idea. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6./. 

Oakley (John).— A Gentleman in Khaki: A Story of the South 

African War. Demy 8vo, picture cover, is. 

Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

Doctor Rameau. | A Last L oye. 

A Weird Gift. Crown 8v cloth, 35. M. ; post 8vo, picture boards, as. 

Love's Depths. Translated by F. Rothwhll. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6rf. 



Oliphant (Mrs*), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Primrose Path. I Whiteladies. 
The Greatest Heiress in England. 

The Sorceress. Crown 8to, cloth, y. 6d. 



O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by: 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 64. each. 

Music and Moonlight. | Songe of a Vorkev* 

Lays of France. Crown Sto. cloth extra, xor. 6d. 



Ouida, Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post 8vo. illust. bds., 25. ea. 



Held in Bondage* A Dog of Flanders. In Maremma. J 

Trlcotrin. Pasoarel. | Bigna* Bimbi. | 8 

Two Wooden Shoes. 



Btrathmore. I Chandos. 
Cecil Castlemaina'a Gage 
Under Two Flags. 
Puck. I Idalla* 
Folle-Farlne* 



In a Winter City, 
piei 



In Maremma* J Wanda. 
Bimbi. I Syrlin. 
Freeooes. I Othmar^ 
Prinoese Napraxine. 
Guilderoy. i Ruffino* 
Two Ofrendare. 
Santa Barbara. 



Ariadne. | Friendshlp< 
A Village Commune. 
Moths. ]__ Plpistrello. 

Popular Editions. Medium 8vo, M.'cAch ; cloth, is. each. 
Under Two Flags* | Moths. 

Medium 8vo, 6t/. oach. 
Held in Bondage* | P uck* 

The Waters of Eiera. Crown Rvo. cloth. y.6.{. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, sclcctrd from'the Works of OUIDA by F. Sydnhy Morris. Post 
8vo, cloth extra, 5^.— CllKAi' liuiriOiN, illustrated boards, as. 



Page (H. A.).— Thoreau: His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 

8vo, cloth, sj'. 6<f. 

Pahdurahg Harl ; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 

Bartl r Frkre. Post 8to, illustrate d boards, as. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 

Introduction and No tes b y T. M'CR lF^ D.D . Po st 8vo. h alf-cloth, as. 

Paiil (Margaret A.).— Qehtle and Simple^ Crown 8vo, cloth, with 

Frontispiece by Helen Patbrson. y. &/. ; post Sto, illustrated boards, as. 



tS CHATTO iL WINDt'S, Publlsliers, ill St. Martin** Lane. London, W.C 



Payn (James), Novels by. 

( r <w. \ •. ■ ■; . :%it.\, .-,1. &J. each ; post P-rn. illustrate 1 tioardi, as. each. 



Lost S!r Masai ngb«rd. 

Waltvr's Word. A County Famllj. 

Liiss BInok than Ws're Painted. 

Vy Proxy. ' For Cash Only. 

lilrfh Spirits. 

A Conlldttntlal Aitsnt. W:th i^ Wi.hw. 

A Oraps from a Thorn, wnu i.- I^i I't*. 

1*. .t "v. ii:if.tr.iteil 

Humorous Stories. ! From Exile. 
The Foster Brothers. 
The Family Bcapegraes. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Bantlnok's Tutor. 
A Perfect Treaeure. 
Like Father. Like Bon. 
A Woman's Veniieance* 
Carlyon's Year. I Ceeirs Tryst. 
Murphy's Master. I At Her Mercy. 
Tho Clyffards of ClylTa. 



Holiday Tasks. 

The Talk of the Town. With is iniuts. 

The Mystery of Mir bridge. 

The Word and the Will. 

Tho Burnt Million. 

Bunny Stories. t A Trying Patlenti 

iNiards ax. each. 

Found Dead. I Owendollna*s HarYOSt 

Mirk Abbey. | A Marina BoaldaBoa. 

Borne Private Views. 

The Canon's Ward. 

Mot Wooed. But Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward* 

The Best of Husbands. 

Halves. I What He Cost Har. 

Fallen Fortunes. Kit: A Memory. 

Under One Roof. I Glow-worm Tales* 

A Prince of the Blood. 



A Modern Dick Whittington t or, A Patrun of letters. With a rurtrnit of the Author. Crown 

In Peril and Privation. With 17 IIIti^trAtiimn. Crown 8ro, doth, y. 6iL 

Notes from the * News.* Crown Hvi. doth. jx. 6J. 

By Proxy. !'• .itlar I-.shtion. nie<liiiiii iSo. '»V. ; cloth, xt. 

Payne (WillL Jerry the Dreamer* Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 



Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by* Post 8vo, cloth. 25. 6d, ea. 

Puck on Pegasus. With iKustr-itions. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten fuU-pa(re Illustrations br G. Dir MAURIRR. 

The Muses of May fair t Vers d e Sod * t«?. Se l ected b y If . C. PP.N X FI.L. 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by* ipost 8vo, cloth, is.Od. each. 

An Old Maid's Paradise. I ^Burglars In Paradise. 

Beyond the Gates. IVtstSvn, i>i.:ture cover, u. ; cbth. ir. M. 

Jack the Fisherman. Iliuitratcd by C. w. kkf.i). Cruwn 8vu. cloth, tx. dt. 



Phil May*s Sketch-Book* Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. Crown 

futi->, clo;h, ar. C>/. 

Phipson (l)r.T* L*), Books by* Crown Svo, art canvas, gilt top, 55. ea. 

Famous Violinists and Fine Violins. 

Voice and Violin t Sketches, Anec-l-Mtr., anil Roininiscf? ncti<. 

Planche (J. R.), Works by^ ~ 

The Pursuivant of Arms. With Six I^Intcs and 209 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, js. Ctl. 
Bongs and Poems. iXi9-iH:q. With Ir.trmUiction bv Mrs. M A CKA R XhSS. Crown 8vo. c loth, 6s. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 

lIutRrch by j« >HN and Wm. I.A X<;H') RXH. and Portraits. Two Vols. , demy 8vo, h alf-cloth lof. 6 ./. 

Poe's (Edfcar Allan) Choice Works: Poems, Stories, Essays. 

With an Introductio n by CHA RI.KS Haudrl airh. Crown Rvo. cl oth. y.6J. 

Pollock (W* H.)* — ^The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plavs. By 

sir Walt kr BjiSA NT and Walte r H. Pollock. With 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth j?ilt^6*. 

Pond (Major J. B.)*— Eccentricities of Qenius: Memories of 

Famous Men and Wom^n of the Ilatfonn and th'^ Sta^. _Vlr'ith 91 Portrait s. Demy 8vo, cloth lax. 

Pope's^ Poetical Works . Post 8vo. cloth limp, "25. 

Porter (John).— Kinsfsclere. Edited by Byron Webber. With 19 

full-page an.l nianv smallfr Illustra tions. C hea per F.dition. D e my 8vo, cloth, js. M. 

Praed (Mrs* Campbeil), Novels by* Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each. 

The Romance of a Station. j.'^* Boal of Countess Adrian. 

Crown r.vo, doth, 3^. 6fi. cJich : post 8»o, iK)ards, «. each. 
Outlaw and Iiawmaker. I Christina Chard. Willi Frontispioce by W. Pacbt 

■rs. Treitasklss. With 8 illustrations by KoriRRT SaI'i:kk. 



Mulma. 



Crown 8vo, dotlt, y. M. each. 
I Madame Ixan. 



'As a Watch In the Nl^t.* Crown 8ro. doUi. f;Ut tup, 6s. 



Price (E* C*), Novels by* Crown 8vo. cloth, 31. C</. each. 

Yalentlna . I The PoreUne rs. I Mrs. Lancaster's RlvaL 

Princess Olga*— Radria: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 



CHATTO a WINPUS, PabUahcw, lit St HuOa't Lan*. London. V.C ip 
Proctor (Richard A.), Works by. 

Busy star Iduoni.' WUh ^ Minfcrmn Nlilil inllu Yeu. Cnii-nlrD.cliiIll.tK 

Fklnlllsr Hulsnga BlnllH. Crown tn. cKitb »tn. 6i. 

SlitlUJi Uld lU Srattni' ^VUh ij &t«el nmes. Hpu/ evn. cloth sitn. rof, &<. 

TIm UbIWH oI Bun«, Ac. WUh numemu lUtnmnonL Crown aro. dotb KUrm, 6l. 

WMM MiJ WMita ^fcaiin— Wcaktfc Crown iira u. «A 

Pryce (RIchann.— Miss Maxwell's AHcetlons. Crown Svo, cloth, 
Rambosson (J.).— Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. Pitman. 

Vnrit m Ctajurad Flalga md 61 Woodnrt IlliaTraTfam fc Cro wn Bro. clpdi. y. ^. 

Randol ph (Col. Q.).— Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown 8vo, cloth. 71. 6J. 
Read (Qeneral Meredith).— HUtorJc Studies In Vaud, Berne, 
Reade's (Charles) Novels. '■ " 

I. PW WamnnaB: md ClulaUa Jobs- '7. Lavs Ha Llitla. Lov* ma LOBf. 
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VM Wafllanan. Oiniroli miniSTEEIicWj^o. Fcip. t.o. hal^SMlniiJ&.u.M, 

Tba aieUtar Ullt tba Hauth. In FciiiiVol>..|»>i tiD.wlUi nlMruiluclign liy sir Wjiltr 




Rives (Amelle, Author of 'The Quick or the Dead?'),5toties by> 

B>Tb>g» Pa rlnJ. 1' Mariall A Lowo Slofy. 

Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Dbfob. With 37 lUusualioni by 
Robinson (F. W.jrNoveis by. 

Tha WwnMi in tha Ouk. Cnxm Sin, cioa. y. ai. j 'p«i tn, jthiunMil boudi, » 
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Robinson (Pliil)i Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each. 

The Poets' Birds. If I The Poets' Boaste. ^ 

The Puuts and Nature: Reptiles, Fishes, and Insects. ^ 



Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

I .uiie if.im N<itiiuu<ly witli V. ii.:.iin thr ri>iii|ticri>r. 1066. rrir.tcd in (loKl am! Cti]iiur«, ex. 

Rosenicarteh (A.).— A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans- 

I i;c.l ly W. OiLLhVl -S.\NI«.\KS. Wuh t,\ Illustratior.v. Cri>wn b\o, cU'tli vxu.t, 7^. 6./. ^^_^ 

Ross (Albert).— A Suj^ar Princess. Crown 8 vo. cloth, 3s. 6d, 



Rowley (lion. Hujch), Works by. I'ost 8vo, cluth, 25. (xL each. 

Punlttnn : Riddles and Jokes. With nuiuciuus IliU!.tratiuns. 

More Punlana. I'roiuvly r.iustr.itcil. 



Runciman (James), Stories by. I'ustbvo, cloth. 25. 6^. each. 

Graee Balmaltfn's Sweetheart. [ Bohools ft Boholars. 

Skippers and Shellbacks. tr<".wn 8v«>, i.i..tii. 3*. tui. 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. 

A Country Sweetheart. r>-t >:vo, i>i>.ture buarJs, sr. 
The Drift of Fate. Cr..wit kv. ilnth. ^r. 6</. 



Russell (Herbert).— True Blue; or, *Thc Lass that Loved a Sailor.* 
Russell (W. Clark), Novels, Ac, by. 

('ri>u :i <''v.i, ( K.lh extra, ^r. Oti. each ; pOkt 8vu, UlUbtrAtf-l boards, as. each ; chnh Ihnp, at. 6d, each. 
Round the Galley- Firfu An Ocean Tratfady. 

In the Middle Watch. My Shipmate Louise. 

On the Po'k'sle Head. Alone on a Wide Wldi 

A Voyatfe to the Cape. 
A Book for the Hammock. 
The Mystery of the * Ocean Star.* 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe 



Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 

The Good Ship * Mohock.* 

The Phantom Death. 

Is He the Man? I The Convict Ship. 

Heart of Oak. 1 The Last Bntry. 



^he Tal e of the Ten. 

Cruwu bvo, cloth, ys. (mI. c.ich, 

A Tale of Two Tunnels. I The Death Ship. 

The Ship : II«'r Storv. With sj riluj.tr;iti».ns by II. CTsi-.Vr'lNhs WriC.iiT. Small 4to, cloth, 6j. 
The ** Pretty Polly '* : A Voya};u uf luciJeat. With la Illustrations by G. H. RODERTSON. 

I..in,'f • rnwn Kvo. « l.Jih, k^W dlm'S. t. 

iSaint Aubyii~(Alan)7~Novels by. 

t.rown 8vo, dotli extra, v. 6 f. euch ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, ar. each. 
A Fellow of Trinity. With a N<.tc by OI-IVKR WiiNnri-L Holmics and a Frontispiece. 
The Junior Dean. I The Master of St. Benedict's. I To His Own Hastav. 
Orchard Damerel. I In the Fac e of the World. | The Tremlett Diamonds* 

Fc:ip. 8vo, cloth boards, u. M. each. 

The Old Maid's Sweetheart^ | Modest Little Sara. 

Crown «vi>, cloth, 31. td. each. 
The Woolntf of May. I A Traffic Honeymoon. I A Proctor^s Wooing. 
Fortune's Gate. I Gallantry Bower. 1 Bonnie Matfgia Lauder* 

Mary Unwln. With 8 Illustrations by I'i:rcy Tarrant. _ 

Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. Crmvn 8vo, cl<nh, gilt top 6 s. 

Saint John (Bayle).— A" Levantine Family. A New Edition. 

Crown 8vo, doth, y. C i. ___^___^^^___^__^__^_____ 

Saia (Cjebrge 'A.).— Oaslight andTDaylight. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
iScotland Yard, l*ast and I'resent : Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 

By Kx-Chief-InsiK'ctor CaVANAGH. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2J. : cloth, af. 6d. 



Secret Out, The: One"Thous~and Tricks with Cards; with Entertain- 

inj; lixi^criments in 1 )r.iw injj-room or • White ' Ma;;ic. By W. H. CREMER. With 300 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cl«'th extra, 4J. 6tf. ^__^^^_^_^___^^^__^^^_____^______ 

Sequin (LrQ.~)7"w6rks'~by; 

The Country of the Passion Play (Oberammergau) and the Highlands of Bavaria. With 

Map antl yj Illustrations. Crown 8v«), cloth extra, ys. 6ci. 
Walks in Algiers. With Two ^I;lI)b and i6 Illustratio ns. Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Sen ior (Wm . ) . — B y Str ea m and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. 
Sersfeant (Adeline), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Under False Pretences. C I Dr. Endicott's Experiment. ^ 



Shakespeare for CHDcfren: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 

W it h Illustrations, colour ed an d plain, by J. M<^YR SMITH. Crown 4to. cloth gilt, y. 6rf. 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 

the Games and Sports, the Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Time. By WITXIAM J. Rolkh, 
IJtt.D. A New Edition, with 42 Illiistrations, and an INDEX OK PLAYS AND P.VSSAGES KE' 
PERKED TO. Crown 8 vo. cl oth yilt . y. 6 rf . 

Sharp (^Wii/iam),— Children otTo-motrvw, CxQ^Tx'«i>NQ,OLQ\.V^^. 



CHATTO & W1NDUS» PublisheM, in St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. Ji 



Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose. 

Edited. Prefaced, and Annotated by R, IlERNE SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6ti. each. 
Poetical Works, in Three Vols. : , t^ 

Vol I. Iutro<Iuction by the Editor ; Posthumous Fragments of Mai^aret Nicholson ; Shelley's Cono* 
spondeiice with Stoclcdale: The Wandering Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, &c. 
w II. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 

Atlas ; Epipsycliidion ; Hellas. 
„ III. Posthumous Poems ; The Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Pvose Works, in Two Vols. : 
Vol I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne ; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refu 
tation of Deism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments. 
II. The Essays ; Letters from Abroad ; Translations and I^agments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY. 
With a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 

S herard (R. H.).— Rogues: A Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6d, 
Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 

Anecdotes, including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Transkitious. Speeches 
and Tokcs. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Ths Rivals, The School for Scandal, and other Plays. Post 8vo, half-bound, ax. 

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals and The School for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by Bkanoer Mati'UEWS. With 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, i2j. 6rf. 

ShIcI (M. P.).— The Purple Cloud. By the Author of •• The Yellow 

Dinger." Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. [Prep aring-, 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including~an 

those in ' Arcadia.' With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A. B. GROSART, 
D. D. Three Vols., crown 8yo, cloth boards, y. 6rf. each. 

Sigfnhoards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 

Remarkable Characters. By JACOB Larvvood and JOH] 
piece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. 



Remarkable Characters. By JACOB Larvvood and John Camdek HOTTEN. With Coloured FrontiS' 

Cr 



Sims (Qeorge R.)f Works by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each ; cloth limp, sx. 6d. each. 



The Rlntf o' Bells. 
Mary Jane's Memolnu 
Tlnkletop's Crime. 
Zeph t A Circus Story, £c 
Tales of To-day. 



Dramas of Idfe. With 60 Illustrations. 

Memoirs of a Landlady. 

My Two Wives. 

Scenes from the Show. 

The Ten Commandmentai Stories. 



Crown 8to, picture cover, xx. each ; cloth, is. 6d, each. 
The Datfonet Reciter and Reader: Beuigr Readln^,^ and Reciutions in Prose and Verse, 

selected frum his own Works by GEORGE R. SiMS. 
The Case of George Candlemas. | Datfonet Ditties. (From The Referee.) 

How the Poor lilve; and Horrible I«ondon. With a Frontispiece by F. Barnard. 

Crown 8vo, leatherette, is. 
Datfonet Dramas of the Da y. Crown 8 vo, is. 

Crown Bvo, cloth, y. 6d. each : post 8vo. picture boards, 2x. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each. 
Mary Jane Married. I Rogues and Vagabonds. | Datfonet AbroiUU 

Crown 8vo, clotli, y. 6<f. each. 

Once upon a Christmas Time. With 8 lUusuatbus by Charles Green, R.I. 

In ijonaon's Heart t A Story of To-day. 

Without the Limelight : Theatrical Life as it is. 

The Small-part Lady, ftc. 

Sister Dora: A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale, With Four 

Illustrations. Demy 8vo^picture cover, 41/. ; cloth, M. 

Sketchleyjl Artri ur) ^A Match in the D ark. Post 8vo, boards, 2s , 
Slang Dictionary (The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal 

Crown 8vo, cloth oxtr.i, (xr. 6f/. ________^___^^^__^^________^____^______^____ 

Sinart (Hawley)^ Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, as. each. 
Beatrice and Benedick. ] Long Odds. 



Without Love or Licence. L_'l**..^**f««^ o' Rathkelly. 

Crown 8vo, c 

The Outsider* 

The Plunger. Post 8vo, picture boards, ss. 



Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. 6>^. cacli. 
The Outsider* f A Racing Bubber. 



Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 

The Prince of ArgollS. With 130 Illustrations. Post Bvo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. 

The Wooing of the Water Witch. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloth. 6f. 



Snazelleparilla. Decanted by G. S. Edwards. With Portrait of 

G H. SNAZBLLH, and 65 Illustrations by C. LYALL. Crown 8yo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Society in London. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth. 15. 6d. 

Somerset (Lord Henry).— Songs of Adievi« Sk^aaii. ii^^^\?c^.^^.x^s^« 



9a CI1ATTO & WINUUS. PublUher«, iii St. Martin's Laac. London, W.C 
Spalclin}<: (T. A.. LL.B.). ~ Hlizabctlian Demonolo^y: Ao Essa/ 

• II ti!i» I.f.8»-I III s'.- I ii*!rii r u( DeviK. C.tttwn 8»i», clutii fxtra, w. 

Speight (T. \V.), Novels by. " " 

I'wkt nv.i. lUuMralQil bu.ink. ar. each. 



The Mysteries of Heron DyKe. 
By Devious Wp.ys. •*•* . 
Hoodwinked: ^v Uandycrott Mystery. 
Tho Oolilttii Hoop. 
Back lu Life. 



The Loud water Tragedy* 
Burtfo's Romanes. 

Sulttanee In Full. 
, Husband from the Boa* 



I'xtht '.vu. cluih liiii|>, IX. «>■/. each. 
A Barren Title. I Wife or Mo WlIsT 

Cruwn Kvii, c-|<ith vxtr.*!, jt. b</. cnciu 
A Becrat of the Sea. I Tho Grey Monk. I The Master of TrenanoOt 
A Minion of the Moons A K-iii.iut.oui Um lCiii};\ Highway. 
The Secret of Wy vern Towers. 

The Doom of Blva. I The Web of Fate* 
The Strange Experlenees of Mr. Verschoyle. 

Spenser for Children, l^y M. II. Towry. "With Coloured illustratioDS 

l-y Wai.I kk I. MoKGAN. Cr<>«ii 4i'». » l«'th oxtra. jr. fat 

Spettlj^ue (H. H.)."— The Heritage of Eve, Crown SvoTcloth, 6s. 
Stafford (John), Novels by. 

Doris and I. ( 'town Utu. doth, .v-6^> 

Carlton Priors. Cr«*wn .<v.», c l>»th, k<U top. (5*. 



Starry Heavens (The) : A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal z6mo, 

cl»ith «*xtr.). 7r. t..i. 

Stedman (I:. C.).— Victorian Poets. Crown 8vo7 cloth extra, gs. 



Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).— The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 

St .IV "f UKMIARI* TKr..:i'NS^\. It 1. hflor of M edicine (ITniv. Kdi nb.) Crown 8to, cloth, y. 6rf. 

Stephens (Robert Neilson).— Philip Winwood : A Sketch of the 

Ii->i!i(*Mic History u' nn Ani'-ri .in Captnin in the War of Inilcpcmlence : emhracinf; evettts that 
t«-wiirrc<| iM'iwi-vn anil during the yr-irs ly'^ an.l 17K6, in New York anil I..omhin; written hy His 
l.m>niv in W.ir. liKKi:HKT Ki'SSRl.!., Lii'tit<:n.int in tlie Ltiyolist Forces. With Six Illustrations 
i'v !•:. W. I). Hamilton. Cr..v»n.*^'v.i,_cl..tl». yih t«ip. fix._ 

Sterndale (R^i Arniltajce)'.— The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Post 

Rvn, r!t»th, .v- <5«'> : lUii'stratcd Kjirds, ts. 

Stcvenson~(RrL6uis) ,~ Works by. 

Crown 8vo. buckram, >rilt ton. dr. each. 
Travels with a Donkev. Witii a rmntispiore l>y wai.tkk Cranb 
An Inland Yoyatfe. With a I'nmtispiuce by Walter Crane. 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 
The Silverado Squatters. With Frontispiece by T, n. Strc^ng. 
The Merry Men. 1 Underwoods: Poems. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Vlrglnlbus Puerlsque. and uthor Pafiers. | Ballads. | Prlnoe Otto* 

Across the Plains, with other Memories and Essays. 
Weir of Hermlston. j In the So uth Seas. 

A Lowden Sabbath Horn. With 97 Illustrations by A. S, UOYO. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, fir. 

BonKs of Travel. Crown Bvo, t)uckrain, sj. 

New Arabian Mights. Crown 8to, buckram* gilt top. 6s. ; post Bvo. illustrated boartls. u. 

—Popular Foition. medium Bvo, 6rf. [Shorth. 

The Suicide Club; and The Rajah*s Diamond. (From Nrw Arabian Nights.) With 

Eitrht IIlustrati.M)S by W. J, Hf.NNHSSY. Crown 8vo. cloth, v. 6rf. 
TThe Stevenson Reader t Selections from the Writings of Koin: rt Louis Stbvrnson. Edited 

by I-LOYI> OsnOTJRNK. Post 8vo, cloth, as. (xi. ; buckram, pit top, jr. drf. 
Robert Louis Stevenson t A Life Study in Criticism. By H. Bbllysb Baildon. With 
_ a Portraits. Crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top, 6f. 

Stockton (Frank R.).— The Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 

numerous I ll ustrations hy Virginia H. Davlsson and C. H. Sthphf.NS. Crown Bvo. ctoth. y. 6J. 

Storey (Q. A., A. R. A.). —Sketches from Memory. With 93 

Illustrations by the Autlinr^ Demy 8vo, cloth , gilt top, ta x. 6rf. 

Stories "froip ^Foreign Novelists. With Notices by Helen and 

A LICR ZiMMHRH. Crown 8 to. cloth ext ra y . 6d. 

Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 

8v o. cloth extra, with 19 Illus trati ons by CiLBRRT Gauu y. 6d. ; i>ost 8vo. illustrated boards, as. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doylb, Flor- 

R NCH Marrvat. Ac. Post 8 to, illustrated boards, v. 

Strutt (Joseph). —The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

Bntfland 1 including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Muuuneries. Shows, &c. froia 
the Enrliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by W11.I.IAM HoNB. With X40 Illustrations. Crows 
firo, clotb extra, y, 6d. 
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Sundowner.— Told by the TaffraiL Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. 6d. 

Surtees (Robert).— Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks's Hunt. 

With 79 Illustrations by JOHN LEECH. A New Edition. Post 8vo, cloth, as. 



Swift's (Dean) Choice Worlcs, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in ' GuUirer's Travels.' Crown 8vo, doth, 3^. 6d. 
Oalllv«jp'« Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post 8to, half-bound, as. 
Jonathan Swift; A study. By f. Churtqn Collins. Crown 8vo. cioth extra, 8j. ^ 

Swinburne (Algernon C), Works by. 

■oleetlona from the Poetleal Works of Stadiee In Sontf. Crown 8to, 7/. 

A. C* Swlnborne. Fcap. 8vu 6s. Hary Stuart: A Tragedy. _ Crown 8to, ts, 

Atalaata In Calydon. Cruwn 8to, 6s. 



Trlairam of Lyoneese. Crowu 8vo, »x. 
A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 8s. 
A Midsummer Holiday. Crown 8vo. js. 
Marino Fallero : A Tni|;edy. Crown 8vo, 6s, 
A Study ot Victor Hugo. Cruwn 8vo, ts. 
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo. i». 
Locrlne : A Trujrciiy. Crown 8vo, 6^. 
A Study of Ben Jonson. Cruwn 8vo, js. 
The Slaters : A 'I'raifcdy. Crown 8vo, 6s, 
Astrophelt ike. Cruwn tSvo. js. 
Studies In Proae and Poetry. Cr.Svo. 9/. 
The Tale of Balen. Cr-jwii 8vo. js. 
Roaamundt Queon of the liombarda 1 A 

Traifedy. SECOND EDITION, with a Dlil/1CA> 
TOKy POEM. Crown 8vo, 6s. 



Ohaatelard : A Traeredy. Crown 8vo, js. 

Poema and Ballada. First series. Crown 
8to, or fcap. 8vo, 9;. 

Poema and Ballads. Second Sek. Cr.8To,9r. 

Poema A Ballada. Third Series. Cr. 8to, 7<r. 

Bonga before Sunrtae. Crown 8vo, lor. 6J. 

Botnwell t A Tragcly. Crown 8to, xax. 6J. 

■onga of Two Matlona. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Oeorge Chapman. (5/« Vol. II. of G. Chap- 
man's Works.) Crown 8to, y. 6d. 

■ssays and Studies. Crown 8vo, its. 

BreonthOUSt A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo, 8x. 

■ongs of the Springtides. Crown 8to, 6s.^ 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours: In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 

of Consolation, and In Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON'S Coloured Illustrations, and Lite of the 
Author by J. C. HOTTBN. C rown 8to, cloth ex tra, js. 6d. 

Taine's History of English Literature. Translated by Hbnry Van 

Laun. Four Vols., small demy 8vo, cloth boards, yxr.— POPULAR EuiTioN, Two Vols., lari^ crown 
8yo , cl oth e xtra, ly. 

Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 

Modem Writers. Post 8vo, cloth lii up, v. 

Taylor (Tom).— Historical Dramas : • Jeanne Darc,' • 'Twixt Axe 

AND CROWN,' 'The fool's Kevencb." arkwright's Wife,' 'Anne Boleynb," 'Plot and 
Pas si on.' Cro wn 8vo. is. each. 

TempIeTsirRichard, Q.C.S.~r).— A Bird's-eye View of Pictur- 

esque India. With yt lU ustrations by the Author, ^'rown 8vo, cloth, jjilt top, %s. 

Thackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 

Hund reds of Sketches by WILLIAM MakKI'KACE THACKHKAY. Crown 8vo. cloth extrd. ji. 6d. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. liy Ai S. KkausskT 

With 34 Illus tration s. Pos t 8vo, cloih. \s. 6.Y. 

Thomas (Annie), Novels by. 

The Siren's Web t A Koni<ince of London Society. Crown 8vo, cloth, yt. td. 

Comrades True. Crown 8vo, cloth, »filt top, 6j. ___^__ ___ 



Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ^r. 61. each. 
Thm Ylolin-Playw. | The Mouse on the Beov. {Prt^riMjp. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt too, ur. uach. 
In a Cathedral Cit y. j__^ The Son of the House. 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of indolence. With Intru- 

duciion by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 4R Illustrations. Pust 8ro, hall-buuml, v. 



Thornbury (Walter), Boolcs by. 

The Life and Correspondence of J. 11. W. ' 



. Turner, with Ei|;ht Illustrations hi Coloun and 

Two Wuu<1cuts. IS'uw anil Kcvim:(1 l-.ilition. Crown 8vu, cloth, y. oo. 
Tales for the Marlnea. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ar. 

Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each. 

Cluba and Club Life In IfOndoni Anecdotes of its Famous Codoe-houses, Ilostdries, and 

Taverns. With 41 llhisti;iti<>i)s. 
Ingllah Eooontrlca and Ecoentrleltlea t Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Sccnc\ 

Ecctnitnc Artists. Thcatnc.tl I'ulk, &c. With 48 Illustrations. 



Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cTiit!) extra, 3J. 61^. each ; 



post 8ro. illustrntrtl lH>.-in1s. 9S. each. 
The Way We Live Now. ~ I Hr. Soarborough'a Family. 

Frau Frohmann. | BlarlonJPay. _| The I«and-Leaguera. 

Post 8vo, illustrated h-Kints, -js. u.iLh. 
Kept In the Dark. l The Amerlcaa Senator 

The Golden Lion ol Gntnpere. | 
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Trollopc (Frances H.)i Novels by. 

(.r-wti - v.». . :•."« rxtTA, 3^. ' :'. m h : j» .st Pm, llluttrated l>oards, aj. each. 
Iflka Ships upon tha Sea. I Mabel's Progress. I Anne Furness. 



Trollope (T. A.). - Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8v o. illust . bds., 25. 
Twain*5 (Mark) Books. " 

The Author's edition de Luse of the Works of Hark Twain, in 33 Volumes (limited 
t-i t ■ N .:::' rrt-l Ci>\.i •-. f.ir s.i!v in (ireit Hrit.iin an-l Its I>c|><;!i<lciiv:t!<i), price £f^ lu. net the 
Si-; : ••r. i.r. M*. ii'-'. t-'-r VMliimr. is now ciiiiph te. an-1 a dclaiic'l Pr^^pfi tus m.iy be uad. The 
l:r-.t V..Iune i,l I'.v: b<.-l in SK.Nhli l»Y TIIU Ari II<>K. (Solil only in Sets.) 

UNIl'UM I.IUUAKY IDITloN uV MARk'tWAINS WORKS. 
i*f w!i r-'vu, I loth Fxtta, V. t-f. each. 
Mark Twain's Library of Humour. Wuh i>; liiu^tr.itions l.y n. w. Khmiilr. 
Roughing It ; .••<. 1 The Innooonts at Home. With 2 -■> II:istr.ui<>ns by F. A. I'KASBR. 
The American Claimant. With Hi IllustMti>>:i. Iiy IIal liiksramluthen. 
•The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With m Iliti-.tr.it.nns. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. W:th .'< Illustrations l>y Dan Iti-.AKit. 
Tom Sawyer. Detoetlve. >Vi-. With rh<>t.>):r.ivure I'tirtriit of th« Author. 
Pudd'nhead Wilson. With Porlr.nt .ukI Six llllustr.itioiia by Lol'lS LoKB. 
*A Tramp Abroad. W::!i ;ti4 I llii-.tr.it i<>ns. 
•The Innocents Abroad : or. I'lw Now I'll.frini's Pro};res<i. With 234 Illustrations. (Tlie Two SUB. 

iiii.! l-.ii!:..n isf.ti!'i-l Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip.; 
*The Glided Age. Wy .Makk 'I wain anri c. I). Waknkk With axa lUustrationa 
*The Prlnoe and the Pauper. With i^u Illustrations. 
*Llfe on the Mississippi. With .>» IlliiHtrations. 

'The Adventures of Huokleberry Finn. With 174 Illustrations by H. W. Kp.mrlb. 
*A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. Witha^'n Illustrations by Dan Ukaru. 
*The Stolen White Elephant. | *The Al.OOO.OOO Bank>Note. 

The Choice Works of Hark Twain. ReviseJonJCurrccteilthrou^huutby the Author. V^tk 

IJie, r<>r:i.i:t. :i-i i ii.uiier<>-.is Iil-.i<itr.iti->ns. 

♦#" ri:« buoks uiarkud * n;.iy be hail also in po st 8rOj_p!cture boards, at ax. each. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, jjilt top, 6*. each. 
Personal Roeollections of Joan of Are. With Twelve Illustrations by F. V. Du MOND. 
More Tramps Abroad. 

The Han that Corrupted Hadleybnrtf, jiiid other Stories and Sketches. With a Frontispiece. 
Hark Twain's Sketches. Tost 8vn. illustrated' boards, 3/ 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).— Mistress J uditti: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

clnth cxtr.t, ^r. f.,i. ; post 8vo, illustr.nted l»ard5. *s. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 

Cr.mn Hvo. rl.nh extra, sr. 6.f. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Lady Bell. | Burled Diamonds. I.The Blaokhall Ghosts. | What She Came Throntflu 

Post Svo, ilfustratcd boards, 2s. each. 
Cltoyenne Jacqueline. I The Huguenot Family. 

The Bride's Pass. I Noblesse Oblige. I Disappeared. 

Saint Hungo's City. | Beauty and the Beast. 

Crown Svo, cloth, gf. 6«/. each. 

The Maedonald Lass. With Frontispiece. I Mrs. Carmlehaers Goddesses. 

The Witoh-Wife. | Bachel Lankton. J Sapphira. I A Honeymoon's EcllpsOt 

A Yo ung D r agon. 

Upward (Allen), Novels by. 

A Crown of Straw. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



The Queen Against Owen. Crown Svo. cloth, 3X. 6d. ; post 870. picture boards, as. 
The Prince of Balklstan. Post Svo. picture boards, 2s. 



Vandam (Albert D.).— A Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations by 

J. Rarnard Davis. Cro wn 8t o . clo th, 3J. 6d. 

Vashtl and Esther. By^iBeJIe ' of The World. Cr. Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d, each. 

The Scorpion : A Romance of Spain. With a Frontis])iece. 
With Zola In England : A S tory of Exile. With 4 Port raits. 

A Path of Thorns. Crow^n Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6^. 



Was:ner (Leopold).— How to Qet on the 5tage, and how to 

Succeed there. Crown Svo, cloth, aj. 6<i 

Walford's County Families of the United Kingdom (1901). 

Cuntainini; Notices of the Descent, Birth, Marriajjc, l£<lucation, &c., of more than 12,000 Distin^ishcd 
Heads of raniilies, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town 
and Country Addresses, Clubs, &c. Roy.il Svo, cloth gilt, so j. 

WaIle>l5.~E. ).— Sebastiaiii's"5ecretrwith 9 lUusts. Cr. Svo, CI..65. 
Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. With Memoirs and Notes 

by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 6i Illustrations. Crown 8yo, cloth antique. 7s. 6d. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by William 

M. ROSSmTl. With Portrait. Crown Svo, hand-made paper and buckram. 6f . 

Warden (Florence).— Joan, the Curate. Crown Svo, cloth, y, 6d, 



CHATTO A WINDUS. PublUhers. in St. Martin's Lane. London, W.C. as 
Warman (Cy).— The Express Messenger, and other Tales of the 

RaiL Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. __^__.^____^_^__^____^_________^_^_^___^ 

Warner (Charles Dudley). —A Roundabout Journey* >. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6s. *» 

Was sermann (Lillias).— The Daffodils, Crown 8vo, cloth, is. td. 
Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in. by 14 in. sx. 
Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Seots* A Facsimile, including Queen EUzabetli's Signa- 
ture and the Great Seal. 3J. 



Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

By F. W. Cory. W ith Ten Illustrations. C rown 8vo, xj. ; cloth, xs. 6d. 

Werne r (A.). — ^Chap e nga's White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
Westall (William), Novels by. 

Trust Money* Crown 8vo, cl oth, y. &/. ; post 8vo, illustrat ed boards, ar. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Mm a Man Bovs. I A Red Bridal. | As Laek voold have It. 

H er Ladyghtp'e Secret. 

Crown 8vo, cloth 3X. (ni. each. 



A Woman Tempted Him* 
For Honour and Life* 
Her Two Millions. 
Two Pinches of Bnuff. 



Nitfel Fortescue. 

Ben Clontfh. | Birch Dene. 

The Old Factory* 

Sons of Belial. 

With th e Bed Eagle. 

Roy of B03r*S Court. With 6 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d, 

Strantfe Crimes. (True Stories.) Crown 8ro. cloth, y. 6d. 

The old Factory. Popular Edition. Medium 8vo, 6d. 



The Phantom City. 
Ralph Norbreck's Trust* 
A Queer Race. 
Red Ryvlngton. 



Westbury (Atha).— The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro- 

mance of MaorUand. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Whishaw (Fred.).— A Forbidden Name : A Story of the Court of 

C at herine the Great. Crown 8vo, cloth, g i lt to p, 6f . 

White (Gilbert).— The NatiiraFHistory of Selborne. Post Svo, 

printed on laid paper and half-bound, aj. 

Wilde (Lady).— The Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and 

Superstitions of Ireland ; with Sketches of the Irish Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 

Science In Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, as. 6d, 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6x. 
_ A Vin dication of Phrenolo tf y. With Portrait and 4 3 lUusts. Demy 8vo. cloth extra, lax. 6d. 

William son (Mrs. F. H.).— A Child Widow. Post Svo. bds., 25. 
Wills (C. J.), Novels by. 

An Easy-going Fellow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3?. &/. I His Dead Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapters on Evolution. With 359 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6J, 

I«eaves ft*om a Naturalist's Note-Book. Post Svo, cloth limp. ax. &/. 

Iieisure-Time Studies. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Studies in Life and Sense. With 36 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth, y. &/. 

Common Accidents : How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, u.&f. 

Ollmpses of Nature. Wit h 35 Illus trations. Crown Svo . cloth extra , 3^. &/. 

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 

as. each ; cloth limp. as. 6d. each. 
Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legends. 

Cavalry Life and Regimental I«egends. Library' Edition, set in new type and hand< 

somcTy hound. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6J. 
A Soldier's Children. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. Thomson and E. STUART Hardy. Crown 
Svo , cloth ex tra, y. 6it. 

Wissmann ,1Hermann von). — My Second Journey through 

Equatorial Africa. With 93 Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth. i6j. 

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post Svo, boards, 25. each, 

The Pa ssenger from Scotland Yard. I The E nglis hman of the Rue Ca in. 

Woolley (Celia Parker).— Rachel Armstrong; or. Love and'The- 

ology. Post Svo, cloth, as. 6d. 



Wright (Thomas, F.S.A.), Works by. ^ 

Caricature History of the Georges ; or, Annals of the House of Hanover. Ccnnpiled from 

Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, Lampoons, and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. With 

over 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, v. 6d. 

History of Caricature and of the Grotesque la Art. Llteratare, Boolptara. and 

Painting, illustrated by F. W. Fairh o lt, F.S.A. Crown Svo . cloth, is. 6ti. 

Wynman (Margaret).— My Flirtations* \V\\\i. !.•>» YVVxx^Nx-^NRKa.Xs^ 

J . Bernard Partridge. Post Bv o, c\otti Wmp, «. 
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Zola (iimlte). Novels by. Crawa Sro, cloih ext», y. 6d, each. 

«ha rortmi* dI Ifaa NaacsDB. ^k*l 1'^ FUHsr A. Viikt ntxr. 
nw CsuButel riuua BajWlj Iftniwr *. vijirriii.i.v. 

KTHobihu'sI Ik* Am^MdMhHtilurtn. 'Kill<nlt.irKkliH>fA.VtIBm.t.V, I.nm^ 
•"f temm-afci^ I L^— ■■—■Iwi WIPi lunntMiim In b. A. ViHTULLy. 
w n( u«Jh* *&«■ iJ brh uMMf *■ Vimiblly. 

br B. A. ViZBTIILLy. 




The Alayfalr Library. Po.t s™, cloth ilmp, h. M. ptt Votnm. 




My Library. Prlaied on Jaid piper, posi avo. Iiair-Roiburghe, «. 6d. aach. 
n« Jaanu] of Hitnrica 4f OuTlii, j ChrUtlc Johuton*. RrCll^lILhS RHADL 

n« DTBm&tic Eheiti or O^u-Ih Lunb. ttx WoBiuldB. ISy CJIAKLIIS RTIAUU. 

OlutlnudEiuDiuUimarwiUUBBiukipeu*. 

lid paper ud hf^bd.. u. each. 
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THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

-a.manji IlloHnHed, ctown 8to 
— By W ■'"■ ' 



A Lift int«r«L ih I AILehtvlUI 
Hsu I CUglo. ^ I AO^sAdR 

By P. M. ALLEN. -Br..B"u Oru. 
By QRANT ALLEN, 

FhlUrtla. I BkDjIgii. ni UrHt tiblKi. 

fhB Bf DkVDinf niLOd. L Oriirt Ifutargilfcv 
tk* Df TIN mt- inu Scftltym^. 

By MrANDEHSON—othtuVi Dccantian 
By EDWIN L. ARNOLOj^^^^^ 

' By ROBERT BARR. 
™ °"y FH™ K BArKhTT. 



By SirW.'BESAM' an 



Ri's'rufHi'umi. I BliB?Lan. 

By E.H.CbOPBR— GtsIoiT HuiUton. 

By V. C. COTES—Tvo BIriiim 1 BwL 

By C. E. CRADUOCK. 

By H.N. CRELLIN. 

° By MATT CRIM. 

W sT R^HOCKETT and other*. 

By B. M. CROKER. 

DLuLft BurldEtoB. Tb< Aul LmAj HUd 



_, PAUL BOUROET.— AUiHiIJ.. 
ByJ- D. BRAVSHAW.-" ■ ■ 
By ROBERT B"" 



BSffiS'.'S'" 



By HALL CAINB. 



By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
By MORT.'A FRANCES COLLINS. 

m VUlaii OoiHilT. ' I Mldalibt U MMsljkt. 
~y WILKIE COLLINS. 



C. UAVIUSUN.^Hr.SMltriD'DDi 

E. UAWSON.-tHa Fxuula at I< 

y J. DE MJLLE.— AOuU.UIpm 

By J, LEITH DERWENT. 

fey MARRV DE WlNm^. 

'bv UICK° 



By RICHARD DOWLINQ, 
"bj^A. CO^iAN DOYLE. 
By ^S.° JEANNETTB DUNCAN. 

.. S. EDWARDS. -Bnui.ll.p.rtlU. 
By U. MANVILLE FENN 



ll^'''in) 

By O. S. EDWAI 



By PEkCV FlTZnEBALD°-r»[iJi 

By R, E. FRANCILLON. 
A Doff mid hli Bludov. Juk Dojlt'i Jlut|] 

'"""Sy'ttAROLD FREDERIC 

Btlh'tBnUiaT't Wiri. I Tlu LAwton Olri. 
By GILBERT UAUL. 
By^PAUL aA'ui!oT.— ih.'r." an 
By CHARLES OlItBON. 
Kobis enr. I Tilt aaUB llwft. 

ijirlDff ft Drw, Tli« BrmHvf Tun 



a8 CIIATTO & WiNDUS, Publishers, iii St. Martin** Une. London. W.C* 



U> I:. UI.ANVILI.i:. 

The Loat Heiiiki Thr lioldvu Ko< k. 

Fair Colonbt Foulrke r . Tain from the Veld. 

Kv i:. J. (iOODMAN. 
The Fate of HrrlxTt Waviic 

By Kev. S. UAKINQ OOULD. 
Ked Bfiider. Eve. 

CliCIL UKirriTM. CorlBthU MarAzion. 

By A. CLAVIiRINCi Ot'NTIik. 
A Flonda Cn<-haBtipeut. 

By 0\\ l:N HAL1» 
The Track of a Storm Jetiam. 

By C().*^A\0 HAMILTON 
OlamoarofliBpoutblo • Throuch a Keyhole. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the OreeuwiKid Tree. 

Bv BKirr HARTII. 
AWalfofthelPlaiiu. A Frot-fce of Jack 
A Ward of the Golden Hamlin §. 

OaU. BpriDiii. Clarence. 

A Sappho of Green ' Barker's Luck. 
Coi Starbottle i Client. Devil § Ford, [celslor.* 
BaiT. I Sally Oowi. The Crusade of the ' Es- 
Bell Rinf^er of Ansel's. Three Partners. 
Tkles of Trail and Town Gabriel Conroy. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. I Dust. i Beatrix Randolph. 

ElUce Qnentin. I David Folndexter's Dl» 

Bebastian Strom*. appearance. 

Fortune s Fool. Spectre of Camera. 

By Sir A. HELPS.— Ivan deBiron. 

By i. HENDERSON.— Agatha Pag*. 

By G. A. HENTY. 

Dorothy's Double. l The Queen's Cup. 

By HEADON HILL. 
Zambra the Det^etiTS. 
By JOHN HILL. The Common Ancestor. 

By TKIHE HOPKINS. 
Twlzt Love and Duty. ; Nncents of Carrlconna. 

The Incomplete AdTeninrer. 
VICTOR HUGO. -The Outlaw of Iceland. 

FERGUS HUME.-Udy from Nowhere. 
By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 



A Mental Btruictrle. 
Lady Vemor's Flight. 
The Red-House Mystery 
The Three Graces. 
Professor's Experiment. 
A Foint of Conscience. 



A Maiden all Forlorn. 
The Coming of Chloe. 
Nora Creina. 
An Anxious Moment 
April's Lady. 
Peter's Wife. ! Lovlce. 



By Mrs. ALFRED HUNV. 

The Leaden Casket. I Self Condemned. 
That Other Person. | Mrs. Juliet. 

By C. J. CUTCLIFFE HYNE. 
Honour of Thieves. 
By R. ASHE KING—A Drawn Game. 
By GEORGE LAMBERT. 
The President of BoraTla. 

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER. 
Madame Bans-Gone. 
By ADAM LILBURN. a Tragedy in Marble 

By HARRY LINDSAY. 
Bhoda Roberts. I The Jacobite. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. -Gideon Fleyce. 
By E. LYNN LINTON. 



Patricia Kemball. 
Under which Lord? 
' My Love 1' | lone. 
Fasten Carew. , 
Bowing the Wind. 
With a Silken Thread. 
Tbe World Well Lost. 

By JUSTIN 
A Fair Saxon. 
Unley Rochford. 
DearXady Disdain. 
Oamiola. 

Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
JCtafJCImathropo. 



The Atonement of Lcam 

Dundas. 
The One Too Many. 
Dalcie Everton 
Rebel of the Family. 
An Octave of Friends. 

McCarthy. 

Donna Quixote. 

Maid of Athens. 

The Comet of a Season. 

The Dictator. 

Red Diamonds. 

The Riddle Ring. 

The Three Disgnutet. 



By JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY. 

A London Legend. | The Royal CluistoplMr 

By GEORGE MACDONALD. 

Hf>ather and Snow. I Phantastes. 

W. H. MALLOCK. -The New BepvbUo. 

P.&V. MARGUERITTB.-TheDlaa>t» 
By L. T. MEADE. 

On Brink of a Chmsm. 
TbeBirea. 

The Way of a Wonuo. 
A Bon of ishaa»>. 
An Adventuress. 
By LEONARD MERRICI^ . 
This Bta;{e of Fools. i Cynthia. 

By BERTRAM MITFORb. 
The Gun Runner. I The King s AssegaL 

LnckofGerardRidgeley. | Rensh. nnnlng'sChiditk 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. J Golden IdoL 
Basils the Jester. | Toung Lochlnvar. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



A Soldier of Fortune 
In an Iron Grip. 
Dr. Rnmsey's Patient. 
The Voice of theCharmer 



A Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
Old Blaser's Hero. 
Val Strange, i Hearts. 
A Model Father. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature ' 
First Person Singular. 
Cynic Fortune 



The Way of the Wwld. 
BoblUrtins Little Qlit 
Time's Revenges. 
A Wasted Crime, 
m Direst PeriL 
Mount Desnalr. 
A CapfUl o' NallB. 
Tales in Prose * Vena 
A Race for MUlionik 
This Little World. 



By MURRAY and HERMAN. 

The Bishops' Bible. I Paul Jones's AUaa. 
One Traveller Returns. I 

By HUME NISBET.-'BattUpl' 
By W. E. NORRIS. 

Saint Ann's. I Billy Bellew. 

Miss Wentworth's Idea. 

By G. OHNET. 

A Weird Gift. | Love's Depths. 

By Mr«. OLIPHANT.-The SorewMi. 
By OUIDA. 

Held in Bondage. In a WinterOlty. 

Btrathmore. I Chandof. • ^endshlp. 
Under Two Flags. 



Idolia. [Gage. 

Cecil Castlemaine's 
Tricotrin. | Puck. 
FoUe Fartne. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pauarel. | Bigna. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 



Moths. I BulBiio. 
Piplstrello. I Ariadn*. 
A village Communo. 
Bimbl. I Wanda. 
Frescoes. | Otlunar. 
In Maremma. 
Syrlin. | Ouildorof. 
Santa Barbara. 
Two Offenders. 



The Waters of Edera. 
By MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

By JAMES PAYN. 



The Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 
For Cash Ooly. 
The Burnt Million. 
The Word and the Will 
Sunny Stories. 
A Trying Patient. 
A Modem Dick Whit 
tington. 



Lost Sir Massingberd. 
A County Family. 
Less Black than We're 

Fainted. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
In Fenl and Privation. 
Mystery of Mirbridge. 
Walter's Word. 
High Spirits. <By Proxy. 

By WILL PAYNE.-Jerry the Dreamer. 
By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 

Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Mrs. Tregasklss. 
Christina Chard. I Nulma. I Malame Isaa 

By E. C. PRICE. 

Valentina. | Foreigners. | Mrs. Lancaster's Rival 

By RICHARD PRYCB. 
Miss Maxwell's Affections. A 

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Weird Stories. | A Rich Man's Daughtai 

By AMELIB RIVES. 
Barbara Derlng. I Meriel. 

By F. W. ROBINSON. 
The Hands of Justice. | Woasaa la the Dait. 
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Thk PieciDii.i.T (3/6) Noma— cDFif, 

By ALBERT KOSS—ABnarFrli 

By HERBERT RUSSELL. Tn> 

By CHARLES RBADB. 

m WoffloBlon; —- ■ '-'—•■ 

cbrlitlft jDluut 




By OBOROB R. SIM5. 
Djitonit Abmid- I JLagatt ud VRga 

QiKi Upon kOhrlrtinu IflLoDdnrL'ABeu 

Wltlunt a, Um,Jigit. I Tit Smidl [»n I 

By MAWLEV SMART, 
tntkint LsH or u«K». I n. oautdir. 

Loot OdiU, ' I A Kadnc sibl 

By T. W. SPEIUHT. 

tkiMularof Trtnuu* | tb«Da41D 4l Blv 



By JOHN STAFFORD.— Dorli •!>< 

By R. STEPMENS.-mi,oniti(o™> 

R. A. STERNDAUB.-ThiAtgUnKi 

R. L. STEVENSON.— Th. BUddt ei 

By FRANK STOCKTON. 



By ANNIE TMOMAS.- 



f FRANCES E. TROLLOPB 



By IVAN TURQENIEFP, ftc. 

ana mu Fortip. Not.uin, 

By MARK TWAIN. 






By ALLEN UPWARD. 

Bv ALBERT D. VANDAM. 

By E. A. VIZETELLY.-n> Bntnl 



By CY WARMAN.-Eip'uaHHiusw, 
By A. WERNER, 
OhapsD£IL'< Whlla UuL 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 



By ATHA WESTUURY. 

By C. J. WILLS.— An Euy-golai FiUov. 

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 
A a'l Jtl'I OUMnn, 

By E. ZOLA. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

FcBI Bvo, llluslcated baaida, u. sach. 
By ARTEMUS WARD, By GRANT ALLEN. 

lU win] CuDpina. rhlUitlL I BiBrliiD. I Dmcsniiil Due 



By B. LESTER ARNOLD. 
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Two-Shillino fiovKLi— continued, 
BY FRANK IIAKKi:TT. 



Found Onlltv. 
A K*roiliDK VeDvane*. 
For Lovn anil Hunoor. 
John Ford. .Vi . 
WOBMB or Iron Brare'ta 
The Hardlnr BcaadaL 
A MlulBi: Witnck*. 



r«tUred for Lir*. 
LttUo Lady LinUm. 
B«t«ton Ufo A iMAtli. 
ma of OUa Zaaioallcli. . 
FoUf Morriaon. { 

Uottt. BaraalMU. 
Hcn»ti Davit 
A Prodigal I ProgTMH. I 

By FRIsDi-RICK UOYLI3. 

Camp HelM. I ChronlelM of Ko Baa'a 

Baragr Lifo. | Laad. 

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICB. 

Koad/ Money KorUbo/ 1 Br Celia ■ Arbour. 
" UUle Otrl. I Chaplaia of th« FUel 

The Seamy Side. 

The Caao of Mr Lneraft. 

In TrafaUar ■ t!ay. 

The Ten Year* Tenant. 



If. 



With Harp an<l CrowB. 
Thta Bon uf Vnlran. 
The Ooldrn Bntterlly. 
Ihe Monk! of Thelcma. 



By Sir WALTER BHSANT. 



AU Borte and Condi- 

Uooi of Men. 
The CapUini Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 
DoroihT Foriter. 
Uncle Jack. 
The World Went Venr 

Well Then. 
Children of Olbeoa. 
Uerr Paalni. 
For Falt!i and Freedom. 
T Call Her Mine. 
The Makter Ciattimaa. 
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